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Nil Never Get Over Those Blue Eyes 


Author's Notes: 
Part | of my YNI Never Get Over Those Blues Eyes\' series. 


Bob Dylan. 
He's sitting right across the room, Jimi. 


Just get up and go talk to him. 


But I've been drinking. 


What if | say something wrong and he thinks I'm an idiot? 


| bite my lip as | contemplate. 


| watch him taking drinks of his wine, that the man sitting next to him continues to fill whenever Bob finishes a 
glass. 


| just want to talk to him, even if it's only for a minute. 


Moving myself from the lone chair | sit in at the end of the room, | get up and slowly make my way over to 


the table that Bob and his acquaintances sit at, chatting casually. 

Bob looks to be pretty intoxicated, smiling with teeth at something funny someone had said. He's got a 
cigarette between his nicotine stained fingers and his thin legs are crossed properly, pants riding up a bit to 
show off his long black socks and ankle high black heeled boots. He's got a baggy black t-shirt on over his 
skinny shoulder's, and his tiny forearms are shown off. His sunglasses are off and set down on the table next 


to his glass of wine. 


The people around him seemed delighted to be in his presence, and Bob just seems happy to have some wine. 


| have to move past a bunch of bodies of party seekers, before | finally make it to the most popular table in 


the room. 


There's no chairs left and | kind of just stand there awkwardly, trying to get Bob's attention, as he laughs at 
something the guy next to him had just said. 


| clear my throat a bit, "Mister Dylan" | say lightly, although | know my voice could barely be heard. 
But he seems to have heard it, or someone next to him got his attention to me. 


His eyes meet mine, and | notice how wide they look, unlike the narrowed look they held in most of the pictures 


| saw of him in the paper, when they weren't covered by sunglasses. 
"Hey man, what's up?" He says, as if we've met before, and | can't help but shamefully like the way it sounds. 


"Hi, | um, I'm Jimi Hendrix." | say simply, hoping that he's heard my name before, | mean, I've covered a few of 


his songs and had to get permission of course from his manager, so he might have heard me before. 


| wonder what he thinks about my take on his songs.tf he's heard them at all. 


| note his high cheekbones and nicely shaped face. His pink, full lips. And that brilliantly fluffy and curly hair 
that | find extremely groovy. 


"le heard that name somewhere." He uncrosses his legs and stands up, walking around the table to greet me 


properly. 

He walks pretty smoothly even while intoxicated. 

He's a fairly petite man, in size and height. His legs are nice and long. 
l'm guessing he weighed IlO, and he looked about 5'1. 


| hold out my hand and he takes it in his left hand, that's not holding the cigarette, "I've covered a few of your 


songs." | tell him. 


‘Oh you're one of those cats." He smiles a bit, "A lot of people have been doing my songs, man. Which one are 
you?" He narrows his eyes a bit, and lets his hand drop from mine and back to his side. 


| open my mouth, not speaking for a moment. 

| could have sworn | told him my name already, "Um, Jimi Hendrix." | say. 

‘Oh I'm sorry man, | don't remember specifically the songs you did. But I'm sure they're great." While he's 
talking, he looks back at the table that he was just sat at. He absently brings a hand up to my arm and begins 
speaking to the man he was sat by at the table, "Hey uh, I'm gonna go talk this guy for a while, alright?" 

The man gives Bob a nod and Bob mutters, "Alright" Before turning back to me a bit, "Come on man, we can go 
talk somewhere quieter." He moves his hand from my arm, and begins to lead me to the bedroom part of the 
hotel room that the party is being held in 


Once we're in, he closes the door and locks it. 


l'm a bit confused, but the alcohol in me stops me from asking why he locked it. 


He walks over to a bag that sits in the chair by the bed, and | watch him in interest. 


"Hey man you don't mind if | smoke do you?" He reaches into the bag for something and | walk around to the 


other side of the bed, and take a seat on it. 


"No, everyone's smoking man, its cool." | tell him, and he shakes his head. 


"No man, | don't mean cigarettes." His voice is low, and | look at him for a bit, confused now. 


"Pot then?" 


I'm not too sure of what else there is that people smoke for recreation, but | don't know if | should ask. 


So he's sitting on the bed, with some things in his hands that are unfamiliar to me. But despite my knowledge 


of none of it, | still watch him curiously. 


He clears his throat, while he loads the strange pipe and then brings out his lighter, "So tell me about you, 
Jimi. What brings you here tonight?" His total American drawl induced by alcohol is enthralling to me. 


| watch his hands as he brings the pipe to his lips, taking a hit from it. 


"What brings me here?" | think that's what he asked. | didn't take the question into mind too deeply, having 
been distracted by his smoking. 


He doesn't say anything, as he holds in the smoke of his strange pipe and then lets the smoke out. 


"You bring me here Bob, and other irrelevant things." | say honestly and he looks over at me, still blowing out 
smoke and he sets his pipe down on the bed side table. 


‘| bring you here how?" Bob doesn't sound too interested in actually hearing the answer, but that seemed like a 
normal thing for him, so | didn't take offense from it. Also, he's been drinking, and he just took a hit 
of.Something. 


He leans back against the headboard, and | look to him, as he's now watching me. 


His eyes that were just wide when we were out in the main room with everyone, are now narrowed and 


intense. 
He's got a cigarette back between his fingers. "You want one?" He pulls out his pack and holds it out to me. 


"Oh, okay. Thanks." | reach over to take the pack and pull one out, even though I've got my own. 
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Why would | turn down having one of Bob Dylan's? 
He hands me the lighter too. 
"Jimi, how do | bring you here?" He persists, and | nearly forget what | was talking about before. 


‘Oh um, I've been wanting to meet you, and my friend said there was a party that you'd be at tonight. So | 
took the opportunity." | hoped that didn't sound too creepy or what. 


He grins with a light chuckle, "Oh | see, what made you want to meet me?" 


| watch him smoke his cigarette while | light mine, and then reach over to set his lighter and cigarettes down 


next to his thigh. 
| smoke my cigarette for a bit, before answering him, "I dig you, and your music, your words." 


"You dig me? But you never met me until 5 minutes ago." He sounds amused, but also interested to hear my 


answer. 
"Exactly, | dig you now." | smile a bit, and so does he. 


"Want some pot?" It's simple, and | watch him as he reaches over to his bag again. 


| vaguely wonder how much drugs he has in that bag. 


"You don't think you're high enough yet, Bob?" 

He stops what he's doing and looks over his shoulder at me, and the look in his eyes is contemplative. 

Shit, maybe | shouldn't have said it.. 

"Do you think I'm high enough yet, Jimi?" He honestly wants my opinion, but his voice is also firm. 

| stare at him for a bit, my mouth hanging open, "I didn't mean to-" 

"Mean to what? Call me a junkie?" He snaps, and turns away from me again back to search through his bag. 


"| didn't call you a junkie, Bob." Suddenly | feel like | shouldn't be there with him. Like | don't have the right 


anymore because I've pissed him off. 


"Might as well have, don't you think?" He retrieves a bag containing weed, and a few already rolled joints. 
"No." | say firmly, "But I'm sorry for pissing you off." 
"| never said you pissed me off" 


"Do you want me to leave?" 


"No man, don't leave. Come over here." He motions me over to him and so | move myself closer to him, and 


see he's holding out a joint to me. 

| take it, and then look into his blue eyes that are now wide with expectation. 
"First hit?" He smiles. 

| smile back, "Alright man," | take the lighter and then take the first hit. 


| pass it to him when I'm done, and | can't help but train my eyes to his lips as he smokes it. His lips look so 
soft and | feel wrong for finding him pretty. 


Especially in person. 
His skin is pale, and fare, and | suddenly feel the urge to touch his face. 


But | don't. 


He exhales and passes the joint back to me, but | just watch his face for the moment: 
"Good?" He asks me casually, and | nod. 

"Yeah." Then | take another hit, "So Bob," Exhale, "Tell me about you: 

He looks at me, and | move my eyes to him. 

His eyes are so pretty, he's too pretty for a man 


He scoffs a bit and moves his body to lay down on the bed, all stretched out. | look down at his thin legs, one 


crossed over the other. His arms held behind his head as he stares up at the ceiling. "Tell you about me? 


What is it that you want to know? And why?" His voice isn't snippy, but he seems sort of amused. 


"Might as well get to know each other, since we're both here. | mean, you didn't just bring me in here to 


smoke some pot with you, did you?" And | actually kind of want to know why he brought me in here alone. 
Then there's a knock on the door and Bob nearly groans, "Could you answer that, man?" 
"Sure." | get up and walk over to the door, unlocking it then pull it open. 


Its one of the guys from the table that Bob was at, and he looks at me funny, before fixing his eyes on a 
relaxing Bob. 


‘Only sharing with him, are ya?" The guy has got a British accent, and seems to be kidding around. But you can 
see that he obviously feels left out. 


"Where's that gal you were talking to earlier, man? Go talk to her. | just wanna hang out in here, alone." Bob 


puts the joint out on the ashtray on the nightstand. 
"Well then should | ask this bloke to leave?" The British man motions to me and Bob shakes his head. 


"No, he's my company. But you could leave, thanks." He grabs his pack of cigarettes and lights one, "I don't 


want anyone else knocking on the door either, alright?" 


The man stands there for a moment, mouth hanging open, "O-okay, Bob, sorry." He steps back, giving me one 
last glance, before closing the door. 


"Could you lock that door please?" 


So | do. 


| walk back over to the bed and take a seat on the edge of it, "So now what?" | say. 
He sighs and brings a hand up to his face, rubbing at his eyes, "I want to go to sleep." 
| watch him, and then | nod, "Okay well it was nice talking to you." | begin to stand, but he protests immediately. 


"You don't have to go, man" He pats the bed repeatedly and | raise an eyebrow, glancing back at him and his 


hand that pats the bed. 


"But you're going to sleep." | state, and watch as his eyes move over to me. 


"Do you want to leave?" 
"Well, | don't want to sit here and watch you sleep." | say with a shrug and he then grins. 
"What am | not pretty enough?" His tone is sarcastic, but | hear it differently. 


| shake my head, "Oh no, Bob you're very pretty." 


The things | say when I'm stoned. 


His grin only widens and he laughs a bit, turning his body so his face is in the pillows. His laughs continue on 


for a while, while | stand there and think about why the hell | said it. 

"Bob." | say quietly, and he lets his chuckles die down to little giggles. 

"Yes?" It's muffled into the pillow. 

"| meant that" 

He continues to giggle, and he turns onto his back "You're stoned man, its alright 


| press my lips together, "You're right | am, but | really did mean it" | watch for his reaction but he still just 
remains with a goofy grin on his face. 


‘I'm am as pretty as the moon is quadrilateral.” He says darkly, and | shake my head, climbing back onto the 
bed next to him. 


"You're very attractive, Bob." 
"See now that's better." He points his finger at me, "You can call a man attractive, but never call him pretty." 
"But what if the man is pretty?" | argue. 


"Pretty, Jimi? What is pretty anyways?" He groans and turns back over onto his stomach, holding a pillow 
against his body. 


‘Something that's appealing to the eye." 


He grunts. 


| smile, "Like you. And like your music is appealing to my ears. And your words are appealing to my soul.” | 
reach over and place a hand on his shoulder, "But | can see you're not good at taking compliments." Then | 
move to get out of the bed again, but he stops me once again 


"Hey man, | can take a compliment.” 


"If you can take a compliment, then the moon is quadrilateral." | smirk and he narrows his eyes at me, and | 
see a little smirk at the corner of his full lips. 


"Good one" 

"Got it from you" 

"Oh really, | had no idea" Sarcasm again 

| laugh, "Well man, I'm going to head out now" | motion behind me to the door with my thumb. 
He frowns then, "You got somewhere to be?" 

| shrug, "Not really, but you seem pretty deprived of sleep, Bob. You should take a rest" 


"You can stay man" It seems like he wants to ask me if I'll stay, but doesn't have the courage enough to really 


do it. 


Sheesh, he's persistent. 


"Why would | stay?" 


He purses those lips of his, and | take note of his bloodshot eyes, "Because, | want someone to stay with me." 


He speaks it quietly, but | hear it good enough. 
"You don't have a gal you could bring in here?" 


"Jesus Jimi, do you want to stay or not?" Now he just sounds stubbornly pissed off. 


Of course | do, you're Bob Dylan! 


"Bob if you really want me to, then | will” 
"Then lay down and shut up." He mumbles and wraps his arm around a pillow and closes his eyes. 


| lay on my back, and he lays on his side, facing me. My eyes once again take note of how small he is, how thin 


Too small to not be sleeping with covers over him. 


"Bob," | say lightly and he hums in question, eyes still closed, "You should get under the covers, you look cold." | 
tell him. 


He opens his eyes and looks at me, “Alright” He moves up further on the bed for the moment, so | can pull 
the covers back, and then he moves back and | spread the covers over him, also covering myself in the 
process. 

| still lay on my back, and he still faces me, but his eyes are closed again 


| don't stare too long, because he might feel my eyes on him, and | don't want him to think that l'm a creeper. 


So | decide to close my eyes too and let the pot send me to sleep. 


When | awake in the middle of the night, | briefly forget where | am. The feeling of a body against mine makes 


it even more confusing, because | don't remember hooking up with anyone. 
Then | remember. 


I'm with Bob Dylan, 


The lights are off though, and they weren't off when | fell asleep. He must have turned them off when | was 


sleeping. 


| feel a weight on my chest, and so | bring my hand up to inspect it. My fingers come in contact with the soft 


curls of his hair and | nearly moan at how soft it is. 


| can feel that my high is still there slightly, lingering on. 


| know its not morning because no light seeps through the blinds yet. 


Something in my head tells me that | should get up and leave, that Bob was only high and didn't know what he 


was thinking when he invited me to stay there. 


So | bite my lip, and begin to slip my body from under his. | nearly jump when | hear him groan and wrap an 


arm around my waist, keeping me there. 
"Jimi, you can stay the night." His voice is groggy, and he sounds hungover already. 
"Okay." 


| relax my body back against the bed, and he snuggles closer against me, "Touch my hair again" Hs spoken 


almost so quietly that | don't hear it. 


So | do, | bring my hand up to his hair, slower this time, and run my fingers through it gently, before | can 
even think that it's weird that he asked me to. 


The sigh he releases is so small, it brings a feeling to my stomach that | usually familiarize with seeing a 
pretty girl. 

| guess I'll continue to caress his hair until he falls back asleep. 

But as I'm stroking his hair, | feel him move his head, and then he's sitting up. | can't really see what he's 
doing, although he doesn't leave me confused for long. Next thing | feel, are soft, full lips, pressing lightly 


against mine. 


A shiver runs down my spin, as | feel his arms coming to wrap around my shoulders, deepening the kiss 


before | can pull back for an explanation. 
"Oh god," | whisper against his lips, as | feel him climbing into my lap to straddle me. 
| wish | could see him, although feeling him and kissing him is wonderful. 


| can feel myself already beginning to get hard as he sits in my lap, right up against my crotch. 


His lips and mouth are so soft and wet, and he tastes of cigarettes and wine. 


It makes my head spin with lust. 


| have to reach over and turn the lamp on, so | can see him. 


Once the light is on, | pull away from his lips to look at him, and the sight makes my pants so uncomfortably 
tight | have to groan. 


His hair is a mess of curls, and his lips are bright pink and shining in the newly lit light of the lamp. 


He looks down at me with bright eyes, mouth hanging open adorably. 


So beautiful. 


| bring a hand up to cup his boney but soft cheek and his blue eyes are watching me curiously. 

| lean forward and press our lips back together, relishing in the feeling and sound of him humming lightly. 
"Bobby" | whisper, suddenly wondering how this all started, and why. 

He pulls back and looks at me, "Yeah?" His voice is raspy, but so lovely. 

"What are we doing?" 


His lips turn into a pout as he thinks about it, eyes falling down to my shirt. | feel his fingernails idly playing 
along the back of my neck. 


"We're kissing." He looks back into my eyes and suddenly | feel that he's got too many clothes on, but | don't 


move to undress him. 
"Oh" | run my thumb along his high cheek bone, and a light smile crosses my lips. 


He chuckles a bit and moves his arms from around my neck to place his hands on my chest, "You've never 


kissed another guy before." He states it, rather than asks. 


"No, | never have." | agree, and move the hand that was caressing his cheek, up into his hair, beginning to 


caress his scalp. 
He moans and | watch his face, as his eyes fill with lust and it's obvious that he's still so wonderfully stoned. 


"Your hair is so soft, Bobby, and so curly, perfect" | use his hair to bring his face back to mine, pressing our 


lips together and he moans again. 
If he keeps those noises up, l'm not sure if I'll be able to control myself for much longer. 


"Think | should get a haircut?" He peers at me with a little smile on his lips and | chuckle, running my thumb 
over his bottom lip, | shake my head. 


"No | like it like this." | bring both hands up to fluff up his hair even more and he grins at me. 


"Okay" He lets me play with his hair for a moment, and then | stop, grinning widely. "Done?" He asks and | laugh 
a bit. 


"Yeah." 


So he leans forward and we kiss again, this time it's soft and | vaguely wonder if | could ever get over how 


amazing his lips feel. | place my hands on his tiny biceps and squeeze lightly. 


He lets out one of those lovely noises again and | have to pull back, needing to strip him of all of his clothing, 
because | couldn't certainly have sex with him though all of these clothes. 


| begin unbuttoning his casual suit jacket, and he looks down to watch my hands, "You want to do more?" He 


says it so innocently, and | stop my hands, looking up to meet his lidded blue eyes. 


‘Only if you want to, Bob." | take his hands in mine and wait for him to reply, as he stares down at my shirt in 


thought. | watch him, almost concerned as he doesn't reply for a moment. 


"I'd like to try." He finally looks up to meet my eyes, and he looks almost fearful, "I've just never done anything 
like this before, Jimi.’ He squeezes my hands a bit, and | nod, understanding. 


"We don't have to Bob, we can just kiss." | try to reassure him. 

He bites his lip as he thinks, and | wait patiently for him to decide. 

My eyes scan all over his sharp features, finding him to be incredibly attractive. Whenever | saw him in the 
magazines | always found him beautiful, but | never thought too much about it. | figured it was just part of 


the celebrity factor, being that all celebrities were supposed to be attractive to everyone. 


But he is something else though, especially in person 


So desirable. 


He looks back up into my eyes and | give him a little smile, running my thumb along his cheek, "You wanna just 


lay down? We could just go to bed now." | make sure my voice is gentle. His light blue eyes are conflicted. 
"l'm just a little bit nervous, is all" His lovely blues eyes look down between us at his lap. 


| grin, "How do you think | feel? I'm making out with Bob Dylan" | chuckle lightly and he gives me a tiny smile, 
shaking his head. 


lm nothing special." He fidgets with his fingers anxiously. 


My mouth falls open in disbelief, "Bob man, you're so special, there's no one like you." | tell him honestly, but 
he only shakes his head and reaches over for his pack of cigarettes. 


"You don't have to sweet talk me, Jimi." He puts the cigarette between his lips and motions to the pack of 
matches that's on the pillow to my right. 


| grab the matches and light one for him, bringing it up to his cigarette, "I'm not trying to sweet talk you, I'm 
trying to be honest." | put out the match and toss it aside. 


| watch him as he rolls his eyes and takes a little drag off of his cigarette, "You don't need to be honest with 


me either." 

The cigarette has calmed him right down, he's back to his chilled out self. 

"You want me to lie to you, Bob? I'm not going to sit here and lie to your face." 

He looks away from me to the wall and exhales his smoke, "Okay." 

| grab his angled jawline and turn his head toward mine, "Seriously, you don't take compliments very well at all.” 
He takes another drag from his cigarette, and exhales through his nose, "There's nothing to compliment.” 


"Baby | could compliment you all night” | place my hands on his hips and he laughs at my words, shaking his 
head. 


"Please don't." He leans back in my lap bringing his free hand up to my chest, "Let's talk about something else 
now, how about some more weed?" Climbing out of my lap, he reaches for his bag on the chair. 


| don't even say anything this time, | just let him roll another joint and offer it to me along with the matches. 
Then he's walking over to the window and pushing it open. 


He leans out of the window for a few moments, looking out and over at the darkened city. 
| take a hit from the joint and then call him over, "Here Bob." 

He turns around and looks at me. 

The few buttons on his shirt are undone, and I'd really like to finish where I'd left off. 


He slowly makes his way back over to the bed and our eyes are connected the whole time. | hold out my hand 


to him and he takes it as he climbs onto the bed, taking the joint from my fingers, “Thank you" 

| just watch him as my mind begins to fade off again and his beauty is the best thing I've ever seen 
He lays up against me on his side, his head almost on my chest 

| take the joint as he holds it out for me, and | take a hit, before setting it aside on the ashtray. 
"Hey man, | want some more of that--" He begins to protest, but | cut him off 


"Bob we're high enough, alright?" | meet his eyes and smile, "Now, I'd like to kiss you some more if that's 
alright." 


He sits up on his knees then, and leans in, pressing our lips together. | bring my hands up to his cheeks, 
deepening the kiss, while he climbs back onto my lap like before. 


"Fine with me." He whispers, and | grin against his pretty pink lips, before kissing him again. 


He sighs deeply, as we get into it, and I've never been more turned on in my life by a noise. Unless you count 


the lovely sounds of the guitar of course. But Bob's noises are pretty up there. Along with his singing voice. 


| keep my hands on his slim waist, while he sits back and begins to unbutton my shirt. My eyes fix on his lips, 


slightly darker now in color from our rough kissing. 
"You've got the prettiest face I've ever seen" | speak lightly through my dazed and faded mind. 


He grins widely, "You're very high right now" Once he's got my shirt completely unbuttoned, he proceeds to 
slide it off of my shoulders and then toss it aside off of the bed. 


He shake my head, "That has nothing to do with what I'm seeing in front of me, baby." | take in the look on his 
face as he reacts to my words. He looks a bit surprised, but slightly bashful. 


"| already said that you don't need to sweet talk me." He brings a hand up to my now bare chest, and | smile, 


shaking my head. 


"We've been over this, just take it Bob." | move my hands to his shirt, working on his buttons while he sits 


there, watching me with his eyes narrowed. 

"Only a few people have ever called me pretty to my face." 

The words leave his mouth and | immediately look up to see his face, "Who, Bob?" 
He shrugs, "No one important" 


| nod, and finish unbuttoning his shirt, then doing the same he did to mine, | toss it aside, "The women you've 
been with?" My eyes scan over his tiny figure as more of it is revealed to me. 


He's skinny, skinnier than any woman I've ever seen But he's beautiful, and his skin is soft and gorgeous. 


"My manager calls me beautiful sometimes.” His voice is very drawled out as he speaks it, as if he's very 


bored with what he's saying. 

| narrow my eyes, "Your manager? Why would he say that?--" 

Bob shakes his head as | speak, "Don't worry about it 

| bring my hands up to his cheeks, looking straight into his blue, slightly blood shot eyes, "Bob, managers don't 
just go around calling their clients beautiful. Especially if he's male and you're male." I'm beginning to wonder if 


he's just talking nonsense, because he's high. Or if he's really speaking the truth. 


Bob looks away from me and | drop my hands from his cheek, waiting for him to speak or something. But he 
doesn't say a word, he just plays idly with my belt buckle. 


| tilt my head to the side, peering at his lovely face, "Hm, Bob? Why would your manager call you beautiful? 


How did he mean it?" 

He shrugs and purses out those tempting lips of his. 

There's something he doesn't want to tell me, about his manager and him. 
Then something dings in my brain. 

"Bob, are you sleeping with him?" 


His eyes shoot up to my face and his eyes are wide, "Jimi, l-I told you I've never been with another man" 


"| think you lied." 


‘Its none of your business anyways, so just fuck off about it!" He moves from my lap hastily, and | quickly 
regret throwing it in his face like that. 


"Bob, l'm sorry-" 


"Just don't say anything about it anymore, or to anyone ever. Because if he ever finds out about..This right 
here..Then I'd be in trouble." He reaches over, grabbing his pack of cigarettes, quickly lighting one. 


Now l'm just confused. 
"Wait," | hold up my hand, "So you are sleeping with your manager? You really have been with a man before?" 


He sucks on his cigarette, and looks at me from the corner of his eyes, "You don't want me anymore now, do 


you?" 


| sigh and put my face in my hands, shaking my head, "You didn't have to lie, Bob. | wouldn't have thought any 


less of you." 

He looks down at the comforter, avoiding my eyes. 

"Bob," | reach over, taking his free hand, and he turns his face to the wall, continuing to smoke his cigarette. 
"What?" 

| run my thumb over his palm, "I still want you." 

He looks at me then, and | can see a sadness in his eyes, "Alright" 


| don't like this change of mood in him, so | take his cigarette from his mouth, and put it out next to the joint, 
"Come'ere." | tug at his hand, motioning him to get back in my lap. 


Once he's back in my lap, | wrap my arms completely around his body, pulling him tight against me, the side of 
my face pressed to his chest. 


| feel him hesitantly wrap his arms around my shoulders. 
"Is okay Bob." | whisper, "You're one of the most wonderful people I've ever met." 
"You just met me." 


"That doesn't mean anything, I've never felt more connected with someone than | do with you right now.’ 


His arms squeeze around me tighter, and | can hear him crying softly. 


We end up falling asleep together, his head resting on my chest, arms wrapped around my body, mine around 
his waist. 


The next time we wake up, its early in the morning. | look over at the clock, to see that it's only 5:34 am. Bob 
groans and tells me that he has to be up at 7 am and out of the hotel room by 8 and on his way to the next 
city for his next show. 
My heart nearly drops. 


| don't want to say goodbye so soon 


None of us can fall back asleep, so we lie there and talk for a bit, me running my fingers through his fluffy 
bed messy hair. 


"So what's next for you Jimi, what are you trying to do in life?" 
| close my eyes, trying to enjoy every second of this moment that | can. 
‘I'm gonna be a famous guitar player." 


He chuckles lightly, "Well | wish you luck, and I'll keep an eye out for you." 


Then | feel the need to kiss him, so | turn us around, so he's on his back | move myself between his legs and 
he grabs onto my back 


| move my lips down to his neck and begin licking and sucking there firmly, sending shivers down Bob's spine and 


he moans sweetly. 


"Jimi," He gasps, arching his back and when his thigh rubs up against my crotch, | cuss and move my hips 


down into his. 


Before | know it, my fingers are covered in the complimentary lotion from the nightstand, and Bob's long legs 
are spread as he watches me in anticipation. 


He's completely shed of all of his clothing, and | just can't keep my eyes off of his beautiful body. 


| move my fingers, down to his entrance, while keeping eye contact with him. He nods slightly, and gestures for 
me to go on, so | do. Carefully as | can, even though | know he's not new to this, | begin to slip my finger 
inside. His eyes slipped closed, and he hums low in his throat. 

| bite my bottom lip, moving my finger further in, then pull it back. 


He's so tight, and | whisper for him to relax, saying that I've got him. 


| feel him relax, and that makes it easier for me to move my finger inside of him. | kiss the inside of his thigh, 


and move my finger quicker, listening for all of the lovely noises that he makes. 


"J-Jimi, oh, mmm." He moans so prettily and | can feel my erection growing larger at every little sound of his 


Voice. 


| press my lips to the inside of his thigh, and suck vigorously, while beginning to move another finger inside of 
him. 


"Ahh, mmm, please, don't stop." He pleads, and | cannot believe how fucking amazing he is. 
| keep my fingers moving inside of him, as | move up his body, pressing our lips together in a heated kiss. 


He gasps and moans into my ear, arms wrapping tightly around my neck, "Fuck, Jimi, come on, you can fuck me 
now, | want it." 


Holy shit, he has no idea what he's doing to me, "God damnit," | stop my fingers thrusting inside of him and 
just scissor them a bit, "You're so fucking sexy, baby." 


He reaches down, grabbing my erection firmly, stroking it. 
"Shit," | gasp, and move my hips down into his hand. 
"Jesus, you're huge." And by the look in his eyes, he's honestly astounded. 


| smile, "Think you can handle it, baby?" | remove my fingers from his warm body, and grab the backs of his 


thighs firmly in my hands. 
"Oh without a doubt" 


So | press my tip against his slicked entrance and start to push in, and I'm relieved at how loose and relaxed he 


is, due to the preparation. 


We both moan at the friction, and | look down at him, making sure I'm not hurting him. He reaches a hand up 


and presses it to my chest, before shutting his eyes and letting his mouth fall open 


| keep my eyes on his ethereal face, as | start up a rhythm, moving myself out and back in. Shit, he's so tight, 
I've never been inside a body this tight and warm and welcoming. 


As I've gotten into the rhythm, and he's gotten used to the pain that | know was there moments before, he 
starts to move his hips along with mine. | leg his thighs go, and lift myself up, placing my hands beside his 


head, staring down at his entrancing face. 


He wraps his legs around my waist, and uses them to tug my hips down harder into him. | moan loudly at the 


feeling of being so deep inside of his warmth, and my pace quickens in response to his eagerness. 


"Oh fuck, oh my-Ahh, yes, Jimi, please, oh god" He throws his head back against the pillows and | move my 


hips harder, watching him writhe and shiver beneath me. 
"Holy shit Bob, you feel so good, so fucking tight." 


| can tell when I'm hitting his prostate, because every time that | do, he cries out and digs his nails deeper into 


my back, "Right there, oh fuck, please don't stop." 
| won't baby, | won't, | got you." | whisper, into his neck, sucking onto his soft, sweaty skin 


"G-get on your back, Jimi, come on," He presses his hands onto my chest and | automatically know what he 


wants, so | grab onto his hips, turn us around so he's sitting up on my lap. 


| didn't know it was possible, but once we've switched into this position, | feel myself slip even further inside of 


his velvety heat. 
And by the noises he's making, you'd think he'd be coming right then. But no, he doesn't. 


He begins rolling his hips down into mine, and | throw my head back in complete bliss muttering his name like a 


prayer. | move my hips up into his every time he rolls his hips down and l'm hitting his prostate dead on 
"Ahh, yes, yes, jesus. Mmm, fuck yeah, Jimi. Fuck me, come on, harder." 


So | sit up, and wrap my arms around him, keeping him still, while | thrust my hips up impossibly hard, causing 
him to cry out my name and | can feel his long fingers nails of his right hand, cutting into my back 


"Yes, right there, god yeah." 
| would have never known Bob to be so vocal in bed, and it's such a pleasant surprise. 


"lm gonna fucking-Oh god, l'm almost there, Jimi, keep going, just like that, ahh fuck" 


I've got my face pressed into his chest, kissing and licking him like he's the tastiest treat. 
Which he pretty much fuckin’ is. 


"Come on then, baby. Come on" | encourage him, slowing down my thrusts a bit, really letting him feel the slide 
of me inside of him. 


"Uhnn, mmm, fuck, fuck" He's gasping and twitching so wonderfully in my lap, so close it's killing him. 


Then his body tenses up and he tosses his head back, "Jimil" | feel his come spurt out onto both of our belly's, 
and his inside instantly tighten, making me see stars. 


That does it for me. l'm coming deep inside of him, cussing and whispering his name as | continue to thrust 


shallowly. 

| feel tears falling on my shoulder, and can also hear him sobbing. 
"Fucking hell, Bob." | fall back against the bed, bringing him down with me. 
He slides off of my lap and falls down next to me. 

We're both breathing heavily, and Bob places a hand on my chest. 


| look over at him, smirking a bit and he smiles back, tears drying away on his cheeks. Tears obviously caused 


by extreme pleasure. 


| think its safe to say that I've never had a fuck like that before. 


Too perfect for words to even express. 


He closes his eyes, moving himself up so that his head rests on my chest, "Man, Jimi, I've never been fucked 


like that." 
| laugh a bit, still trying to catch my breath, "Glad to hear that" 


He laughs too, "Fuck." 


Once we've caught our breath and are just lying there, enjoying each others space, | look over to the clock, to 


see that it's now 6:21. 


Time flies when you're fucking Bob Dylan's brains out. 


He eventually gets up from the bed, and makes his way over to the bathroom. | just lie there and smile to 
myself, too happy and satisfied to even speak or move. 


He takes a quick shower, and when he comes out it's 6:38. 


| watch him get dressed and dry off his hair with a towel, before sitting his all done up ass on the bed, 


staring down at me with a little smile. 

"You gonna go shower?" He asks. 

Later." I'm sort of bummed out that he got dressed and cleaned so soon. | could have gone for another round. 
But | guess he's got to be ready. 


He nods lightly, "Alright." 


We finish the joint from last night and afterward, | decide to hop in the shower. 


When I'm done, we sit back on the bed, silently. We both know he's going to have to leave soon, and | don't 


really have anyway of seeing him again, until he's off Tour. 

"So | guess I'm going to have to go soon," He says, sadly, staring down at the mussed up sheets. 
| nod and reach over, taking his hand, "I wish you luck, Bob." 

Our eyes meet and he looks so sad, but so grateful at the same time, "I wish you the same." 

| smile, "| had a good time." 

He laughs lightly and | caress his palm with my thumb, "Me too." 

| pull him over to me, across the bed, and press our lips together. 


He gives everything he's got into that kiss, and | can't believe | love him so much already. 


He pulls away, and stares back into my eyes, smiling sadly, "I hope we can meet again someday." 


"We will, | promise you." | bring a hand up to his cheek, pressing my thumb into his lush bottom lip, "I have to 
see you again, so it will happen" 


| love seeing him smile, every time he smiles my heart soars. 


"Okay, good" He says between his smile. 


Then | stand from the bed, "Well | should go now, | don't want to be in here when your people come to knock 
on you door." | laugh a bit, only because its the only thing | can do besides cry. 


| notice the hickys on his neck, and | really hope no one else sees them. 


He nods acceptably, “Okay, Jimi. see you around" He gives me a small wave as | walk to the door, and | can't 


help but feel my heart stretching out toward him, begging me to stay with him. 
"S-see ya," | grab the door handle, my eyes still on him. 
He gives me one last smile and a wave, "See ya 


| twist the knob and turn away from him as | pull the door open and shut the door quietly behind myself once 


lm out. 


| sigh heavily and lean against the door, letting my eyes fall shut. 


| just stand there for a few moments, before a voice blasts through my silence like glass, "Excuse me, did you 
just come from Bob's room?" 


My eyes fly open and I'm met with a slighter older man, maybe early 40's, his hair is graying and kind of 
slicked back, and he's got on tinted eye glasses. He's got a little tummy as well. 


My heart begins to beat quickly and | stutter over my words, wondering who the hell this guy is, "I uh, um, | 


was just--" 


"Did you fuck him?" 


My mouth dries up and | remember back to what Bob was saying about his manager. 


This must be his manager. 


| shake my head rapidly, "Uh, no sir we just smoked pot and talked about music all night." 


| can't see his eyes through his tinted glasses, but by his silence, | can tell he's not convinced, "Okay well you 


better be on your way now." 


"Yeah, bye now." | pretty much speed walk out of that fucking hotel room, closing the door gently behind me. 


As I'm walking out of the hotel and down the street, | think about Bob of course, and how | hope that his 


manager doesn't lash out at him for this. 
| really hope he doesn't 

Bob doesn't deserve it 

Man, | really care for that guy now. 

I'd be really pleased if | could meet him again someday. 


Let's hope that | do. 


To be continued... 


Can You Please Crawl Out Your Window? 


Author's Notes: 
Part 2 of my \'I\'ll Never Get Over Those Blue Eyes\' series. 


Sequel to ‘I'll Never Get Over Those Blue Eyes' if you haven't read that one yet, go do it. 

Work Text: 

Bob was sitting on the bed in his hotel room, listening to the radio and smoking a cigarette. He had a little smile 
on his face as he thought about Jimi and the right and morning they'd spent together. He's never slept with 
someone that he just met before. Let alone a man he just met. 


He'd have a smile on his face for a long time thinking about him. 


Or at least he thought he would, until a knock on the door ruined it all. 


"Who is it?" Bob calls, taking a drag from his cigarette. 


The door opens and Bob is about to cuss the person out, before he sees that its his manager Albert 


Grossman 

"Oh," He looks away to the ashtray, putting his cigarette out. "Good morning, Albert" 

Albert closes and locks the door behind him, and slowly makes his way over to the bed where Bob sits. 
Bob's nervous now, thumb nail between his teeth. 

I'm assuming you had a good night?" Albert's voice is firm and mockingly accusing. 

Bob nods, chancing a glance at his intimidating manager, "The party was good, drank some good wine." 
Albert nods, "Yeah? And how about when you took that guy into your room?" 

Bob's heart begins to beat erratically, and he knows Albert knows. 


But how? Did someone go and tell Albert that he'd brought Jimi to his room? Fucking assholes, it's none of 
their goddamned business to be going around telling his manager what he's doing. 


"We just talked, Albert" His blue eyes meet the pale messy blankets of the bed. 


Albert crosses his arms, unimpressed, "Pretty sure | saw him walk out your door this morning, Bob. He looked 


rather..| don't know, like he just had the best fuck of his life." He snaps, voice rising with his anger. 

Bob feels helpless as he sits on the bed, feeling the burning of Albert's hard eyes on his face. 

"You're just assuming things now, Albert. We smoked some marijuana, but that's it." He goes to light another 
cigarette, wondering why he'd put out the other one. Probably in a nervous gesture as Albert walked in the 
door. 


Albert steps a bit closer, examining Bob and his posture. That's when he notices 2 hickys on Bob's neck. 


Albert feels anger rising in his body as he looks at those hickys, "So how do you explain those hickys on your 
fuckin’ neck?" 


Bob's eyes go wide and he brings a hand up to his neck, covering the the deep red bruises. He looks away from 


his manager, "Th-those are from you--" 


"No they're not." Albert says lowly, threateningly, about IO seconds from exploding. 


Shit. Bob thinks. I'm done for now. 


"You let that guy fuck you, Bob, | know you did. So stop trying to lie about it" Albert is standing right over 
Bob now, and Bob is too frightened to move. 


Bob is just afraid that he's going to get hit. He really doesn't want to make another lie about a bruise to his 
friends. 


Bob gulps, suddenly wondering when he'd ever submitted to this asshole and let him control his life, "Okay | 
slept with him, alright? But so what, | can do what | want. You don't own me." He has enough time to take one 


more drag from his cigarette before Albert has got him by the throat and is pinning him to the bed. 


"Wrong, Bob. | do own you. And you cannot do what you want" He spits, and Bob's eyes are closed by now, not 


wanting to see this man so close to him when feeling him this close is enough torture. 


‘Open those pretty eyes, baby. Let me see your fear." 


Bob then brings his hands up to try and shove Albert off of him, but the man is simply too heavy, or Bob is 


too weak. 
"Get the fuck off me, Albert or I'll scream." 
"You scream and I'll beat your ass." 


"| don't fucking care!" Bob yells and then the wind is knocked out of him as Albert slams his fist into Bob's 


stomach. 


Bob gasps and cries out in pain, trying to reach down to grab his stomach, but Albert grabs his wrists and 
pins them above his head. 


"Don't you ever sleep with another man again" Albert hisses and Bob is whimpering in pain, still trying feebly 
to get this man off of him. 


"You're lucky we have to leave soon, otherwise I'd be fucking you right into this mattress to teach you a 
lesson" He grabs Bob's ass and pinches harshly, and Bob cries out in pain 


Albert grins with a sinister chuckle before pressing his lips roughly against Bob's. Bob turns his head away, 
only to have Albert press his face into his neck, biting hard enough to break the skin. 


Bob cries and pushes Albert away, "You asshole!" He shouts and Albert only grins, licking the blood from his 
lips. 


He moves off of Bob and fixes his tie, "You've got IO minutes to be down in the lobby." He says before turning 


and leaving the room. 


Bob quickly get's up and walks to the bathroom to inspect the bite wound in the mirror. Not too bad, but 
there is a little bit of blood. He curses out Albert under his breath. 


He grabs a wash cloth and gets it damp with cold water before pressing it against the bite and the hickys. 
He wishes he would have told Jimi not to leave any marks. He wasn't thinking at the time. 


"I wish | could just.Run away from all of this and go find that guy." He says to himself as he tosses the wash 


cloth aside and then leaves the room. 


But life isn't that easy. He can't just run away from his problems like he did when he was a kid. Even then it 
didn't work. 


Jimi probably has a life anyway, he's gonna be a famous guitarist. 


Bob smiles at the memory. 
Bob just hopes that Jimi remembers him when he is famous. Maybe they could do a collaboration together. 


Then Bob remembers that Jimi said he'd played some of Bob's songs. Bob was going to have to ask someone to 


get him those records so he could hear them. 


Before Bob left the room to go down to the lobby, he popped some amphetamine and then lit a cigarette. 


A few weeks later- Seattle, Washington. 

Bob is on his US tour now, having finished the tour in England. 

He sat in the back of the car, in between Albert and one of his buddies that travels on the road with him. Bob 
leans into his friend and whispers, "There's gonna be this new famous guitar player coming out in a few years, 
he told me he covered some of my songs. Not sure if he had them recorded but I'd love to hear them." 

"Well do you remember what his name was?" 

"Jimi." Bob for some reason can't remember his last name, "Jimi, he's a really handsome dark guy." 


"Let's see in a few years or months then" 


Bob looks out the window and nods, "Yeah let's see." 


As Bob is looking out the window, his eyes go wide as he catches sight of the person he was just speaking 
about. He's sitting out in front of restaurant with a friend and they're laughing and sharing a cigarette. 


Bob sits up straight in his seat and yells for the driver to stop the car. 


Albert complains and asks Bob why and Bob just glares at him behind his sunglasses and asks the driver to pull 


over again, this time his voice is lower. 


Once the car is pulled over to the curb, Bob climbs over Albert and opens the door, all the while Albert is 
calling after him to get back in the fucking car. 


Bob shuts the door behind him and keeps his eyes on Jimi as he walks down the street toward him. 
Jimi hasn't noticed him yet, and he's about 20 feet away. 


Bob calls out his name and can't keep the smile from his face as Jimi's head turns. 


Jimi's grin is almost immediate and he flicks his cigarette aside, heading in Bob's direction, "Bob Dylan, back in 
the states now." 


"Yeah." Bob smiles excitedly, also slightly nervous. 
Once they reach each other, it only gets awkward, because Jimi wants to hug him, but refrains. 


"How've you been?" Jimi says and Bob looks over his shoulder at Jimi's friend and gives the friend an apologetic 


smile for stealing Jimi away. 
"Could be better." Bob tells the truth. 


He could really use a break from this touring. He's been touring since February, with only a little break in 


between his tour in England and US. Its July now. 
"Oh yeah?" Jimi says, eyebrows knitting with concern, "What's wrong?" 


Bob shrugs, and looks back the car he cam from. He can see Albert and his friend looking out the back window 


at him. 
He just hopes that Albert doesn't remember Jimi's face. Although he probably does. 


‘I'm really exhausted you know? I've been touring for a while now. Still have a ways to go" He fumbles with his 


fingers nervously, before fetching out a cigarette and lighting it. 


Jimi purses his lips worriedly, "Managers got you workin’ pretty hard don't he?" 
"Of course." Bob hisses in hate as he thinks of his manager. 


"l'm sorry, Bob." Jimi wants to reach out and comfort Bob, but this isn't really the place. "How busy are you? 
We can go somewhere to talk." 


Bob groans lightly as he looks down at the ground, "Pretty busy actually, I'm on my way to the next venue. | 


jumped out of my car because | saw you." He almost blushes as he says it, and he sees Jimi grinning widely. 
"How sweet." Jimi says. 


Bob laughs weakly, "I'd be doing a lot of unnecessary sitting around for hours though, so I've got time if you 
do." 


"Good, have you eaten lunch yet?" 
"No." 
"Wanna go get somethin'?" 


Bob smiles, "Alright." 


Fuck Albert. 


Jimi introduces Bob to his friend and his friend is a little bit starstruck by Bob but Bob only smiles. 


But before Bob can walk off with Jimi, Bob's friend is jumping out of the car and calling to him, "Bob we have 


to go man, we need to go set up for the concert tonight.” 

Bob looks to his friend, "You can set up without me. The concert is tonight, I've got plenty of time for myself" 
His friend shakes his head, “Albert said no." 

Bob grits his teeth, "Fuck Albert, I'll take a taxi.” 

But Bob's friend is insistent, "He's gonna be really pissed Bob--" 


"| don't care, | need a break. Tell him I'll take a taxi back." Bob turns his back to his friend and smiles at Jimi 
and Jimi looks from Bob to Bob's friend. 


"Are you going to get in trouble?" Jimi says lowly and Bob scoffs. 


"That asshole doesn't fucking control me, come on" He grabs Jimi's arm, trying to get him to walk the other 


way. 


Bob doesn't turn around once, even as his friend continues to stand there watch him walk away, his mouth 


hanging open in shock. 
"Didn't you say you were from here?" Bob asks as they walk, Jimi's friend tailing behind. 


"Yeah." Jimi says, "| was actually here visiting a sick family member, | leave tomorrow night though, to go 


record in England" 

Bob is surprised, "Really? Tomorrow?" 

Jimi nods, looking down at Bob, "Yeah, and you know | actually planned on going to your concert tonight, but | 
wasn't sure if I'd get to spend any time with you alone like before" he says the last part lowly and Bob smiles 
to himself. 


"You can" Bobs tells him, and Jimi meets his eyes, smiling. 


"Good" 


They go back to Jimi's apartment, and Jimi's friend eventually splits because he had to go do something or 


another. 


The second the door shut after Jimi's friend left, Bob pounced onto Jimi who sits on the couch with a guitar in 
his hands. Bob pushed the guitar aside and smashed his lips against Jimi's, wrapping his arms around his neck. 


"Your manager is going to be so pissed." Jimi whispers against Bob's lips and Bob groan at Jimi's words. 
Bob sits back, "Who cares, its not like I'm ditching the concert, I'll be there." 

Jimi smiles at Bob fondly, "I'm actually flattered that you ditched for me." 

Bob smiles back, "I've been thinking about you every day since you left that morning.” 

Jimi looks a bit taken aback by that statement, "Really?" 

Bob nods. 


‘Ive been thinking of you too, Bob. More than I've ever thought of anyone." He brings his fingers up to Bob's 


still extremely fluffy curly hair. 


"That was a nice night.And morning.” Bob smirks suggestively wiggling his hips a bit, and Jimi agrees, bringing 
his hands down to rest on Bob's hips. 


"| agree." 


They make out on Jimi's couch for a while, before Bob's tummy growls, and Jimi insists on letting him take Bob 
out for lunch. 


Bob is quite adamant, "People will recognize me, man" He says. 


"Well just keep your sunglasses on and I'll go get you a hat and a big coat to put on” Jimi stands from the 


couch and Bob grumbles, as he watches Jimi leave the room and then come back with a hat and long trench 


coat in hand. 
"Why do you have a trench coat?" Bob wonders in amusement as Jimi hands it to him. 
"It gets cold in Seattle." 


Bob hums as he looks at the fedora hat, "I'm going to look like a detective." He puts it on his head and Jimi 
laughs at Bob's words. 


"It looks fine, now with the jacket." He motions. 


Bob stands so he can put the jacket on, and he feels absolutely ridiculous, but it just might work in keeping his 
identity hidden from people. 


As they're walking down the street in search of a good diner, Bob asks Jimi how he still has a place in Seattle 
even though he's barely ever there. 


"Well notice it was very empty," Jimi says, "It's just somewhere to stay for whenever | have to come back 


here. Also I've got some friends who stay there sometimes, when I'm gone." 
"So its for everyone if they need a place to stay?" 


| guess you could say that. But we can't like, live live there. But if we're passing through you know." 


"Oh yeah, | see." 
"I actually don't have to pay for it, I'm good friends with the landlord." 
"Oh that's convenient" 


"Isn't it?" 


They find a diner, and take a booth way in the back where there aren't many people. 
Bob orders a salad and Jimi orders a burger and fries. 


"Bob, don't you think you should eat something more.| don't know. Filling?" Jimi asks and Bob looks at him over 
his mug as he takes a drink of his tea. 


Bob sets his mug down and licks his lips, "I'm fine with salad" 


Jimi looks slightly concerned, because Bob is a pretty skinny guy, "You haven't always been this thin, have 


you?" 
Bob's face falls and he averts his gaze to look out of the window, "Don't worry about it" 
Jimi sighs and leans back, "Okay, Bob." 


Bob puts his glasses back on as the waitress comes around with their food, and the salad looks anything but 
appetizing to Jimi. 


"Gonna order dessert?" Jimi asks Bob once they're almost done eating. 
Bob shrugs, "Depends on what they have." 

Jimi smiles, "Do you like pie?" 

‘Of course." 

"They've got really good pie here." 


"Okay." 


So they order some blueberry pie, and Bob tells Jimi that it was a good idea, "| take it you like it?" Jimi asks 
with a chuckle and Bob nods. 


"So, got any song requests for tonight's concert?" Bob asks Jimi who then looks up in thought. 


"Hm, | like that one from your new album, | think it's called 4th Time Around" He looks at Bob for reassurance 


that that's the correct title and Bob nods with a slight smile. 

"You like that one?" 

"| like them all, but It'd be nice to see how you play that one live." 

"IIl play it just for you then" Bob gives him a little smile and Jimi returns it. 


"Thank you." 


They're back at Jimi's place now, and Bob managed to push Jimi into the bedroom 5 seconds after they'd 


entered the apartment. 

"What time do you have to be to the venue?" Jimi asks between kisses as Bob holds him down on the bed. 
Bob shrugs, "An hour or so, we have time." 

"Time for." Jimi wonders and Bob rolls his eyes. 


"Time to read the paper." He mutters sarcastically, "Time for you to fuck me, what did you think?" He chuckles 
in amusement and Jimi grins widely. 


"Just wasn't too sure what you wanted." And he flips Bob over onto his back and slips between his legs, "But 
now that | know." He moves his face into Bob's neck and kisses softly, "I'll fuck you, gladly, baby." He says into 


Bob's ear and the noise Bob releases is one of the most beautiful Jimi's ever heard. 


Albert isn't even on Bob's mind. He's not even thinking about how Albert probably knows exactly what Bob is 
doing right now. He doesn't care that Albert threatened him about doing what he's doing right now, fucking 


another man. 


Bob digs his nails into Jimi's shoulder's as the younger man thrusts into him at an insanely quick pace. Bob's 
crying out loudly and throwing his head back, moving his hips down into Jimi's. 


Jimi leans down to press his lips to Bob's and Bob kisses back fervently. 


When they're done, Bob takes a 5 minute shower and quickly pulls his clothes back on, "I gotta go now, man" He 
says to Jimi who's lying in the bed still, smiling at Bob pleasantly. 


"l'Il see you at the show." Jimi says. 


Bob smiles back, "See you." 


Bob walks into the backstage of the venue and there sit all of his traveling circus persons. Albert is the first 
person he meets eyes with, but Bob makes sure the gaze doesn't last. Albert looks beyond furious. 


Yeah, he knows what Bob did. 


Bob knows he knows. Albert knows Bob knows he knows. 


Everyone is complaining at Bob for nearly being late and Bob blows them off and lights a cigarette. He grabs 
his harmonica and acoustic then begins going over the set list with Robbie. 


"l'm gonna play 4th Time Around tonight, man" He tells Robbie with a smile and Robbie asks him after which 


song. 


"| wanna play it last." 


Eventually Albert comes over to Bob, and whispers into his ear, "You're in trouble, boy." 
Bob doesn't even look at him, he only takes a drag from his cigarette and crosses one leg over the other. 


He's got 30 minutes until the show starts. 


"Get up." Albert says, and that's when Bob looks up at Albert who stands before him. 
Bob looks none-too-pleased at being ordered around like some child, "Why?" He nearly snaps. 


Albert scoffs at Bob's nerve to even ask, "Move your ass." 


Bob mutters a curse and stands roughly, pushing passed Albert who follows him out of the room. 


Albert quickly pushes Bob into another room and locks the door behind them, he grabs Bob and presses him 


firmly against the nearest wall. 


Bob doesn't even flinch or try to push Albert off. He'd expected this. 


"Are you even going to attempt to lie this time?" His manager's voice is low and to the point. 
Bob's eyes are on the ground, "About?" 


Albert curls his fingers in Bob's suit and pushes him harder against the wall, "Don't play stupid with me, Bob." 
Bob attempts to shove Albert off, but fails. 


"Albert | don't belong to you, lim not your property.” He brings his knee up to kick his boss right in the gut. 


Albert grunts in pain and backs away. Bob uses that opportunity to exit the room before Albert can grab him 
back. 


He goes back into the backstage, and can see some people giving him curious looks, "Why is Albert being so 


salty Today?" He asks anyone who'll answer, although it was more of a statement. 


"I think he's just pissed that you'd ran off." Mickey tells him and Bob meets Mickey's equally light eyes, 


wondering how he'd even found out about that. He wasn't there. 


God did everyone know? 


Well let's just hope they didn't know that he'd ran off with a guy. 


Bob sits in the corner of the room, harmonica sitting on his shoulders, while the rest of his friends and band 
mates stand around, getting pumped. His eyes are fix on the far wall, to avoid Albert's eyes in case he walks 


in. 


As he sits there, Bob can't help thinking that he'd love for Jimi to be with him right now, to give him a kiss or 


hug before he went up on stage. To wish him luck and tell him the crowd is going to love him. 


He lights a cigarette and smokes it slowly, until Robbie is tapping on his shoulder, telling him that it's time for 


them to go on now. 


Bob pops some amphetamine, and then stands up from his chair. 


Bob is a bit more excited for this performance than any of the ones in the past, mainly because he knows Jimi 


is there somewhere in the crowd, watching him with a smile on his face. 
But it also makes Bob slightly nervous, because he really doesn't want to fuck it up. 


He's got his guitar hanging from his neck, as he walks onto the stage, and the crowd begins applauding when 


they see him. 


He doesn't smile or even look at the crowd, he just walks up the the microphone and turns to Mickey who sits 
at the drums, then he looks to Robbie and Garth as they all begin kicking in with the first song of the night, 
‘Tell Me Momma. At first they're all just dinking around on their instruments, until Robbie begins strumming 
the first few notes, then they all chime in and Bob looks around at all of them as they all join in, before 
turning to the microphone to begin the lyrics. 


The concert goes by fairly quickly, and Bob is sweating pretty good by the time it's over. He gives his all into 
4th Time Around, hoping Jimi knows it's just for him. 


When he's done he quickly rushes off the stage to go find Jimi, not even caring about the people who are 
waiting to push him into the car and head to the hotel. 


He has to find Jimi first. 


As he walks off the stage, he heads in the opposite direction that everyone else is going. He nearly jumps with 


excitement when he sees Jimi round the corner, looking around until he's looking in Bob's direction and sees Bob 


is already walking toward him. 

Jimi smiles and before he can say anything, Bob's grabbing him and pulling him around the corner, leaning up on 
his tip toes to plant a kiss onto Jimi's full lips. He pulls away quickly, checking his surroundings, "Come on, we 
gotta go." He begins walking in the other direction, that his band mates had gone. 


Jimi follows Bob, "Where are we going?" 


"To the hotel," He turns to meet Jimi's eyes, "You do want to spend time with me right?" He stops walking for 
a moment, paused by the sudden thought that Jimi may have somewhere else to be. 


"Of course but--" 

Jimi's cut off by a voice calling Bob's name, and Bob turns his head to see who it is. 

Its Robbie and he's motioning Bob forward with his fingers urgently. 

"The cars are about to leave, Bob. We gotta go." 

Bob nearly groans, "I'm not riding with salty Albert" 

Robbie rolls his eyes and Bob looks back at Jimi, who's got his eyebrow raised in confusion. 

"You don't have to ride with Albert, come on" He motions again and then turns around to head back out. 


"Well my friend is coming" Bob calls and Robbie just waves him off, disappearing around the corner. 


"Come on, Jimi." Bob grabs the sleeve of Jimi's shirt and begins walking quickly down the hall, hoping Jimi wil 
keep up. 


Once they're outside, they have to rush through an annoying flurry of people, and Bob keeps hold of Jimi's 
sleeve until they're inside the back of a car with Robbie and Mickey. 


Mickey is more than confused at the black man held tightly at Bob's side, with a fro almost like Bob's himself. 


Mickey looks at Robbie, hopeful of an explanation, but Robbie just stares off at nothing behind his dark glasses 


obviously not in the mood. 


Bob puts on his glasses too and shuts off the light that's on above them, so he can hold Jimits hand in the 
dark. 


He doesn't care if Robbie and Mickey don't think Jimi should be here, he's Bob Dylan and he'll do whatever the 
fuck he wants. 


As they wait in the lobby to get room keys and numbers, Bob stands off to the side with Jimi, whispering to 
him. Jimi is just standing there sort of awkwardly, knowing that all of Bob's people must be wondering what the 
hell he's doing with Bob. He sort of wishes Bob would tell them what's up, so they wouldn't have to give him 


that look anymore. 


Bob just brings a hand up to Jimi's arm and tells him not to worry, even his manager can't do anything about 


in front of all of these people. 
That doesn't help chill Jimi out, he leans into Bob and whispers back, "You're testing him Bob, | bet he's boiling 
right now" They both sneak peeks over at Bob's manager who stands at the front desk, speaking to the desk 


clerk 


"He probably wants to kill me." Jimi says and Bob shakes his head, pressing the tips of his fingers to his lips as 
he watches Albert. 


"He needs to learn that he doesn't own me, especially my body." Bob says back and Jimi looks at him seriously 
then. 


"He thinks he owns you?" Jimi asks, concern lacing his voice. 

Bob shrugs, "Says l'm not allowed to sleep with any other man but him." 
Jimi scoffs, "You told him off right?" 

‘| always do." 


Jimi grins, "That's my Bobby." 


Robbie comes over to Bob moments later, telling him that there will be a party going on his his and Mickey's 
hotel room tonight, if he wants to bring his friend along. 


Bob smiles at the fact that Robbie acknowledged Jimi, "Yeah sure man, we'll be in there after | shower." 


"Well your friend can come while you shower and you can meet him at the party." Robbie suggests casually, 


and Bob suddenly blushes as he realized what he'd said. 


"Sure if Jimi wants to do that." Bob looks to Jimi, who's nodding, understanding that they should keep their 


relationship a secret. 


"Groovy, so what do you do, Jimi?" Robbie asks, leaning up against the wall next to Bob, so they both stand in 


front of Jimi now. 


Jimi looks from Bob to Robbie, and Bob is smiling a little, "I play electric guitar, and so do you from what | saw 
at the concert, you're good, man" He compliments Robbie, who smiles. 


"Well thanks. You should play something for us at the party. We've got some acoustics." 
"Yeah that could be cool." Jimi agrees. 
Robbie nods, then holds out his hand toward Jimi, "Robbie." 


Jimi takes the tall mans hand, "Jimi." 


Albert walks over to the 3 of them, keys in his hand. His eyes are fixed on Bob, even as he hands Robbie his 
key. Bob locks eyes with Albert as he takes the key from his fingers. 


"Going to the party, Bob?" He says with false interest. 


Bob shrugs, "If | don't pass out before | get there, l'm pretty beat" He fiddles with the key a bit and bites his 


lip nervously, "You?" 


"Maybe for a little while." His spins his key on his finger, "You guys get some good rest tonight, we have to be 
gone before noon" Then he's turning and walking away. 


Bob nods Jimi over to the elevator and Jimi looks at Robbie, who's walked over to Mickey, "Wasn't | supposed 
to go with him first?" 


Bob presses up on the elevator and waves Jimi toward him urgently, "Hell no, you're coming with me." 


Jimi can't help laughing a bit as Bob grabs him and pulls him onto the elevator, pressing the close doors button 
right away. 


"I just ditched your friend" Jimi says and Bob takes Jimi's hand in his tightly. 

"He'll live." 

"Well did you even want to go to that party?" Jimi wonders. 

"We can if you want to. | just want to spend every second with you before we have to part tomorrow." 

That makes Jimi's heart nearly leap in his chest, as he'd never imagined he'd be in this deep with Bob. He only 
ever intended to speak to Bob that first night they'd met, he could never foresee them ever ending up like 
this. 

They get to the room, and Bob locks the door behind them, "I'm going to take a shower, order anything you 
want, just gotta use that phone." He motions to the phone on the nightstand by the bed, "Oh and, they're going 
to come up with my bag, just take the bag and bring me some clothes, would you?" he begins unbuttoning his 
shirt, as Jimi takes a seat in one of the chairs, watching Bob with an appreciative smile. 

"Sure thing, baby." He says smoothy and Bob grins at him. 


"Okay, man. I'll be out soon" He heads into the bathroom, shutting the door. 


Jimi doesn't order anything, he just turns on the TV and sits there watching it without interest, his mind is 
fixed on Bob. Pretty, skinny, and talented Bob. 


Bob must really like Jimi. | mean, he pulled over the car when he'd spotted him on the street, and took him to 
the hotel with him after the concert, with no questions asked. 


Jimi smiles sadly, knowing they're going to have to part tomorrow. 


They'd have to make this night special. 


There's a knock on the door, and Jimi answers it, and it's the bellhop with Bob's bag. 
The bellhop looks at Jimi strangely, and Jimi tells him that Bob is in the shower. 


The bellhop nods and sets Bobs bag by the door, and Jimi nearly groans as he has to tip the man. 


He shuts the door after the guy and then sets to find Bob something to wear. 


He picks out some white and navy blue striped skinny jeans, and a regular black t-shirt. He hopes it's right. Oh 


yeah, boxers too. 
Jimi has to grin as he goes through the bag until he finds a cute pair of red and white striped short boxers. 


He gets up and walks to the bathroom door, giving it a light knock, hoping Bob heard it over the running 


shower water. 


"You don't gotta fuckin’ knock man." Bob calls, and Jimi laughs as he opens the door, seeing Bob standing there 
in the shower, the curtain pulled back halfway. 


Jimi's jaw goes slack as he looks at Bob, who's big curly hair is down and wet and dripping over his shoulders. 
His body is small and thin, but not grossly. 

Bob sees Jimi staring and he blushes shyly, "You can set the clothes on the sink" 

Jimi shakes out of his daze and contemplates getting in the shower with Bob after he's set the clothes aside. 


He smiles at Bob and goes to sit down on the toilet lid, he watches as Bob rubs shampoo into his hair, eyes 
closed so he doesn't get soap in them. 


"Jimi are you still there?" He asks with a slightly playful tone, and Jimi's grin grows. 
"Yog" 

"What are you doing?" 

"Watching you, baby." 


Bob smiles and begins washing the soap from his hair, "Just come join me." 


Jimi head is nearly spinning with lust at Bob's words, "How could | turn that offer down?" He begins 
unbuttoning his dark purple suede suit jacket, and Bob watches him as he continues to wash at his body. 


By the time Jimi steps into the shower with Bob, he's already got Bob pinned against the wall and is kissing all 
over his chest and neck, milking lovely moans from Bobs throat. 


They manage to fuck against the shower wall in the span of 20 minutes, with Bob's legs wrapped tightly 


around Jimi's waist, finger nails scratching down the tile walls before digging into Jimi's back. 


Bob has to wash off again after that, and then they step out of the shower, dry off and get dressed. 


"You didn't order any wine or anything?" Bob asks Jimi once they reenter the room. 
"I didn't know you wanted me to." Jimi takes a seat on the edge of the bed. 


Bob grabs his cigarettes and goes to light one while he picks up the phone to order them some wine. He holds 
out his cigarettes to Jimi who takes one and lights it with his own lighter, before handing the pack back to Bob. 


"Hello, yes..Could you bring us up some wine?. don't care, whatever kind you've got..Alright..Yeah.. Thanks." He 


hangs up the phone and smiles at Jimi, "Wine should be here soon" 


Jimi watches Bob take a hit from his cigarette, and exhales his own smoke before saying, "What about that 
party, Bob?" 


He gets up to go grab his towel so he can dry his hair off better, "Oh | know man, we're still gonna go, | just 
wanna get this wine first, so we can have it when we get back, you know." He says and then drops the towel to 
go to his bag for his amphetamines. 

He takes 2, while Jimi watches him with a raised eyebrow, "You take uppers, Bob?" 

Bob looks at Jimi, almost shocked that he'd just assumed it was amphetamine, "That's not what that was." 

Jimi narrows his eyes and crosses his arms, "Oh it wasn't now? Well what was it?" 

“Something for my headaches.” 

‘Oh alright then, let's see how you're acting in a few minutes." 


"Hey, fuck you." 


"I believe you just did, in the shower." Jimi smirks, and Bob looks away from Jimi, not really in the mood for 


any jokes now. 
Jimi senses this. 


"Aww come on now, baby. You know | didn't mean any harm." He gets up to walk over to Bob, who now leans 


against the windowsill, smoking his cigarette with his head down 


"Don't worry about what l'm taking, Jimi okay? | take it to help me, lots of musicians do." Bob mumbles and 
Jimi stands in front of Bob now, bringing a hand up to Bob's defined cheek. 


"Just be carefull" 
"Don't worry.” 


"Hey, don't tell me not to worry, | have every reason to worry about you--" Jimi argues and Bob cuts him 


off. 
"--0kay, okay, okay, yeah." 


Jimi leans in and kisses Bob's neck, and then there's a knock on the door. 


Once they've got the wine, Bob sets it on the coffee table and they leave for the party down the hall at 
Robbie and Mickey's room. 


There's already music coming through the door before they even knock on it, and Bob looks over at Jimi, 


smiling lightly, and Jimi smiles too, reaching over to knock on the door. Hopefully it was loud enough. 
The door opens moments later and Robbie appears with a wineglass in his hand, he grins at both of the men, 
"Well I'd wondered where you ran off to, come in" He moves back from the door to let them enter, before 


shutting the door behind them. 


Almost instantly, people begin approaching Bob and telling him he did so well tonight. He thanks them, while 


leading Jimi through the room over to where the wine and glasses are. 


But before they can even pour themselves some wine, Robbie is shoving an acoustic into Jimi's hands and Jimi 


looks up to meet Robbie's eyes, who's smiling politely. 
"Let's hear it then" Robbie says, and Jimi looks down at the guitar in his hands. 


"Okay man, let me get some wine first, alright?" He takes the glass the Bob offers him and Robbie nods in 
understanding. 


Jimi stands over Bob who leans against the wall, as they both drink their wine, "I usually drink harder stuff" 


Jimi motions to his glass with a wholehearted laugh. 
"Oh, not me. l'm fine with wine." 


"lIl remember that" Jimi says in his ear lowly before backing up so he can finish off his wine glass and go play 


this acoustic for Robbie. 


Jimi takes a seat on a spot on the couch and begins playing some improvisation, but everyone is pretty 


stunned nonetheless. Including Bob. 


Its a jazzy sounding tune, that would probably sound even better on an electric, but there's also something so 


unheard of in his style, like something that they'll be hearing more of in the future. 


Yeah this cat is gonna be famous. 


When he's done, everyone is clapping and he's glad that he was able to impress Robbie. 


When he meets Bob's eyes though, he could say fairly that he was more happy that he was able to impress 


him. 


Although Bob looks more amazed than impressed. 


lt means the world to Jimi. 


While Jimi sits there, getting his head talked off by the other musicians in the room, Bob goes over to pour 


himself some more wine. 


He sits in a chair in the back of the room and lights a cigarette. He brings his feet up the edge of the seat, 
digging in the heels of his boots. 


Of course people come to try and talk to him, and he does, but he doesn't give much effort in the 


conversations. 


He's just glad Jimi is having a good time, and that people are interested in him. 


Bob wants to shoot himself the instant he sees Albert walk through the door with the road manager. 


Just leave me alone Albert, I'm minding my own. 


Bob averts his gaze to the floor so Albert doesn't try to meet his eyes. He takes a drink of his wine and 


makes sure to keep his eyes to himself. 


Most everyone is busy with Jimi and so Bob doesn't have to worry about anyone annoying him too bad tonight. 
Albert however had obviously only come in to check how things were going, because he's gone now as Bob 
looks around. 

Or at least he thought, until a voice behind him begins speaking right in his ear. 


"You are sleeping with me tonight, Bobby." 


Bob spins around almost instantly and shouts in Albert's face, "Like hell | am!" 


On queue, everyone has looked up from Jimi's fingers on the guitar, to Bob and Albert in the far corner of the 


room. 


Bob clenches his teeth, "Everyone just go back to what you were doing." He says firmly and they all turn away, 
except Jimi, who's got his eyes locked with Bob's, wordlessly asking what the shouting was for. 


Bob glances his eyes to Albert for a second before returning them back to Jimi's, and Jimi gets it: 


Albert, his manager, is being an asshole again. 


"Sorry guys," Jimi hands the guitar back over to Robbie, "| gotta go see what's up with my friend" He stands 


from the chair and ignores the calls from the people he was just entertaining. 


Jimi can see Albert kneeling next to Bob who sits in a chair by a lamp in the far end of the room, and he's 
actually a bit nervous to intervene, but Bob needs his help. 


As he gets closer, he sees that Albert has got Bob's skinny wrist in one of his hands, and isn't letting it go. 


He's whispering to Bob, who smokes nervously, and Jimi can't hear anything he's telling Bob. 


Before Jimi can even do anything about it, Albert is practically yanking Bob from the chair and pulling him 


toward the door. Jimi calls after him, even running after them, but Albert shuts the door on Jimi's face. 


Jimi looks to see that no one was really paying attention, but moments later Robbie is asking Jimi if he wants 


to play more guitar. 
No one even saw Albert pull Bob out of the room so viciously? 


Must be too high and drunk 


"No man, | gotta go." Jimi pulls open the door and quickly closes the door behind him. He looks up and down the 
hallways, not seeing Bob or Albert anywhere. 


"Bob." He calls out. 


He's probably already got Bob in one of the rooms. 


"Dammit." Jimi cusses under his breath. 


He should have never left Bob's side. 


What the hell is he going to do now? He has the key to his and Bob's room in his pocket, because Bob told him 
to hold it. 


But why would he go to the room unless Bob was with him? 


Jimi groans, really wishing he could punch Bob's manager right in the face. 


"What did | fucking tell youl?" Albert shouts into Bob's face, pushing Bob harshly against the wall. 


Bob pushes Albert back away from him, "I don't care what you said" He snaps, crystal blue eyes piercing into 
Albert's dark ones. 


Albert only smirks, "I love that fight in you." 

Bob's eyes narrow, “I'm not sleeping with you tonight.” 

‘Like hell you're not, I'm not letting you fuck that guitar player anymore." 

"IIl fuck who | want, and I'm not letting you boss me around anymore." 

Like you've got a choice." Albert grabs the collar of Bob's t-shirt and pushes him down onto the bed, "You'd 
be nobody without me, Bobby. Face it" Albert climbs over Bob, pinning him down to the bed and Bob tries 
getting Albert off of him, and when he goes to kick him like before, this time Albert was prepared for it. He 
grabs Bob's knee before it can come in contact with his stomach, "None of that” He pushes Bob's knees apart 
and settles in between his legs. 

Bob struggles, thrashing against Albert as he begins undoing Bob's pants and tugging them down slightly, before 
Bob punches Albert right in the cheek and Albert is disoriented for a few moments, "God dammit." He hisses, 
grabbing his now sore cheek, "Do it again and see what happens." he threatens. 


Bob hesitates on pulling his fist back to land another. 


He's thankful the last punch Albert landed on him didn't leave a bruise, but he couldn't be too sure about this 


next one. 
"Just.Please, | don't want this." He tries, and Albert shakes his head. 
"You need a reminder of who you belong to." 


"| don't belong to youl" Bob shouts and that's when Albert yanks Bob's pants all the way down, and tosses 
them aside, before pressing his lips against Bob's firmly. 


Bob struggles under Albert, not punching or kicking, just trying to push him off and away from him. But Albert 
doesn't let up. 


Once Bob's pants are off, Albert wastes no time in reaching his hand up one of the pant legs, causing Bob to 


squirm even more than before. 


"Don't." Bob says breathlessly, as he feels Albert's fingers already poking at his entrance. Albert pushes in his 
middle finger quite easily, and Bob wants to roll over and die. 


"Jesus Bob, you've been letting him fuck you a lot, haven't you? And recently. You're loose as a 2 cent whore." 


He laughs a bit under his breath and Bob cusses him out. 
"Fuck you." 


"He must have a really big dick Does he Bob? Is that why you're fucking him? Because he's got a nice big cock 


for you?" 


Bob can't hold it back any longer, he punches Albert again, "Just shut up!" He shouts, anger burning fiercely 


inside of him. 


Albert grabs both Bob's wrists in one hand and presses them down to the bed above his head, "I warned you." 
And he swings his fist back, slamming it into Bob's stomach. 


The wind is knocked out of Bob, and he groans in pain, letting his eyes fall shut. 


He does everything he can not to respond to any of the soft touches Albert places on his body, and as Albert 


fucks him, he tries to hold back any sound or movement. 
He's not going to give Albert the satisfaction 


Its not easy though, because once upon a time he actually enjoyed having sex with his manager, until his 


manager started getting crazy and possessive. 

Albert knows what Bob likes, and he's giving all of it to him, and Bob is having a hard time resisting. 
"Aww come on Bobby, just enjoy it," He leans down and kisses Bob's neck. 

"No," Bob grits, "I don't want this." 


"But your body does." He whispers into Bob's ear and Bob jerks his head away. 


Jimi sits on the bed in his and Bob's room, staring at the TV with boredom. 


He knows Bob probably won't return to the room tonight, but he knows he'll have to return eventually, 


because his bags are in here still. 

Jimi is so very bored. 

He's got weed hidden in his pocket that he really wants to smoke, but he was saving it to smoke it with Bob. 
If Bob ever fucking returned tonight. 

Stupid Albert. 


Bob needs to get away from that guy. 


Bob waits until Albert has fallen asleep, then he slips out of the bed and heads to the bathroom to take a 


quick shower, so he's not all cover in Albert's scum when he returns to his room. 


Bob is really worried that Jimi might have left, but Jimi has the key, so Bob thinks there's a good chance Jimi 


will be in there. 


He washes all of Albert's come from inside of him, until he knows there's no more traces left, then he scrubs 


at his body, disgusted with himself for letting that happen 


His 3rd shower of the day, after his 3rd fuck of the day. 


Jesus Christ. 


He puts his clothes back on, and then leaves the room as quietly as he can, eyes on Albert the whole time 
until the door is shut and he's fast walking down the hallway toward the room that he's hoping Jimi will be in 


Jimi is nearly stunned from his thoughts at the sudden sharp knocking on the door. 
He gets up from the bed quickly and unlocks the door before throwing it open 


Bob quickly moves past Jimi and into the room, and Jimi closes the door, lightly, watching as Bob moves to sit 
on the edge of the bed, putting his face in his hands. 


Bob was gone for over 2 hours, and now he's back, and in a completely terrible mood. 

"Bob, what did he do?" Jimi says gently, walking over and sitting next to Bob on the bed. 

Bob shakes his head in his hands, and Jimi can hear Bob sobbing. 

Shit” Jimi wraps his arm around Bob, pulling Bob against his body, "Come on, baby. Let's lay down. | rolled a 
joint for us." He helps Bob under the covers and reaches in his pocket for his lighter, "First hit?" he smiles at 


Bob's crying face, reaching over to wipe a tear from Bob's precious cheek 


So Bob takes the first hit, and then passes it to Jimi, resting his head on Jimi's shoulder as they snuggle under 
the warm covers, tuning out the sounds of the TV in the background. 


Bob asks Jimi to pour him a glass of wine, and so Jimi gets up and pops open the wine. He pours them both 


some before getting back in bed with Bob, handing him his glass. 


Bob downs his pretty quickly and Jimi takes a few drinks before setting his glass aside on the nightstand 
before getting back to the joint. 


‘| love you, Bob." Jimi says honestly as he exhales his smoke, and Bob almost gasps, looking up to meet Jimi's 


eyes. 
Jimi hates seeing Bob cry, tears in his beautiful light blue eyes and on his soft boney cheeks. 
Jimi places his hand on Bob's cheek and leans down to kiss him. 

Bob immediately wraps his arms around Jimi's neck and pulls him down on top of him. 


"Woh baby, baby, the joint" Jimi is trying to keep the joint from touching the blankets, and Bob snatches it 
from Jimi's hand and puts it out in the ashtray on the nightstand, before bringing Jimi down for another kiss. 


"Get in me now." Bob whispers, "Now, now." he moves his arms from around Jimi so he can pull down his pants. 


Jimi is a little bit taken aback by Bob's urgency, "Hey, slow down, babe." 
"| don't want to feel him anymore, | want to feel you.” Bob cries, tugging at Jimi's jeans, "Please." 


Jimi stops Bob's shaking fingers at his jeans and takes Bob's hands in his tightly, looking Bob directly in the 
eyes, "What did he do?" 


Bob shakes his head, "We had sex,” He cries, "I can still feel him, you have to take that feeling away." 
Jimi grabs Bob's cheek between his hands, kissing his lips gently. 

"Don't worry, | showered for you, got myself all clean. There's no trace of him left." 

Jimi is sympathetic toward his beautiful lover, "Then why do you want me to have sex with you?" 
"Because," Bob is sobbing again, grabbing desperately at Jimi's hands, "I can still feel him inside." 


"Okay, Bob. And did you hear what | said earlier?" He looks into Bob's eyes, and Bob only sniffles, "| meant it.” 


Jimi finishes. 
Bob nods, looking from Jimi's eyes, "Thank you, | believe you." he whispers. 


Jimi kisses Bob's temple, "You're the best person I've ever met, and | love you already. Stay with me forever.” 


He pulls Bob close, running his fingers through Bob's hair. 


‘lm going to leave the tour, I'll fake an accident or something, take a break" Bob says and Jimi nods in 


agreement. 


"Come to England with me." He says in a pleading tone. 


Bob smiles,"Okay, | will." 


So apparently Bob got into a motorcycle accident, and was taking a long long break from touring. They canceled 
the rest of his world tour and he went to England with Jimi, and watched Jimi perform in the studio, and even 


in clubs for audiences. He didn't know that Jimi was already pretty popular, and his popularity was growing fast. 


Of course people would come up to Bob and ask him what happened to his tour, he'd just say that he needed a 
break. 


He slowed down on the amphetamines, and added about IO pounds onto his unhealthy IlOlbs weight. Still too 
skinny for Jimi to get off his case about eating filling foods, but it was progress. 


They'd almost got caught fucking backstage once. Good thing they were up against the wall by the door , 


because once the door peeked open, Jimi slammed it shut and locked it before the person could see anything. 
Bob was convinced who ever it was had heard them anyways. 


"They probably thought | was just fuckin’ some broad, don't worry about it." Jimi told him and Bob slapped 
Jimi's arm, slightly offended. 


"You saying | sound like a girl?" He snaps, shoving Jimi playfully. 
Jimi grins and grabs Bob's cheek, leaning in to kiss him, "Only when I'm fucking you." 


"Oh, well I'll be sure to watch my voice next time." Bob moves to open the backstage door, running out and Jimi 


chases after him. 
"No babe, | like the way you sound!" He calls after a giggling Bob as they run past people in the hall 
Bob is the happiest he's been in a long time, and Jimi is happy he was the one to make that so. 


To be continued... 


Don\'t You Remember Makin" Baby Love? 


Author's Notes: 
A few of the facts that surround these characters are changed around from real life only so they can fit in 


with the story. Just FYI. 


Also, | don\'t own the late great Jimi or the lovely Bob Dylan. | just own the plot and all thot. 


Bob and | we're lying in bed smoking a joint: 


We'd just gotten back from some party, and l'm pretty sure we were high enough already, but Bob insisted 
that we smoke this joint. 


Some things never change. 


It's now the end of 19bb, December, and it's almost the end of my tour as well. 

Bob and | plan on living together in Seattle once the tour is over. He said | need a break, and although my 
manager didn't want me getting too relaxed, Bob said fuck him. I'm pretty sure there will be a break for 
Christmas. Not sure how long it will be though. 

I've got 2 more dates left until the end of the tour, and then Bob and | can finally have some peace, some 
content alone time with guarantee of no interruption 

Bob's head rests on my chest as he takes a puff from the joint, "Jimi," He says suddenly and | look down at his 
pretty face, running my fingers through his hair. 

| cut his hair a few weeks ago, so now it's back to the length that it was when | met him in May, 7 months 
ago. 

"Yeah, baby?" | say lowly, taking the joint as he passes it to me. 


| can't give you children, you know, but I'll be good to you | promise." His voice is drawled with his high and | 


close my eyes smiling as | shake my head. 


He always gets like this after a long night. 


"Baby, | don't need any children, all | want is you." | assure him, and he pouts, shaking his head at the joint as | 
hold it out to him. He rolls off my chest and pulls the blankets over himself, his back to me. 


"Oh come on, Bob, don't think about stuff like that." 
"You're going to want kids someday Jimi, even though you might not think so now." 


| roll my eyes and move over to him, wrapping him in my arms, "Hush, baby, | don't want any kids unless | 


could somehow have them with you. And since we know that's impossible, | don't want any kids, alright?" 


"Beautiful mixed children we'd have, Jimi. With your brown skin, except a bit lighter. Hopefully they'd get 


nothing of mine." 
"Oh stop that." 


| can hear Bob sniffling and | know he's crying over this nonsense now. 


"Baby go to sleep." | try not to laugh, because it's so cute when he gets moody about such random things. 
"Okay." He whispers, “Goodnight, Jimi.” 


"G'night, lover man" 


The next morning, we're woken up by the sounds of someone pounding on the door. 
"Jimi, wake the fuck up! We have to leave in I5 minutes!" 


Bob groans and curls himself around my side, as | sigh and open my eyes to stare at the ceiling, "We have to 
get up, babe." 


He whines in protest, "I just want to lay here with you all day, Jimi." 
"I know, me too baby, but we have to go, come on, just get dressed and you can sleep in the car." 


The noise he let's out is almost vicious as he forces himself from the bed and to his suitcase to grab some 


fresh clothes. 


| can't help but laugh as | watch him struggle to get dressed. 
"Fuck you." He hisses at me without looking my way. 


"Love you too." | grin. 


In the car, his head rests on my shoulder as he sleeps and | look over at my fellow band mates who are 


forever confused by our relationship. 


"He had a long night." | tell them. 


We get to the new venue that we're playing at tonight and they let us walk around and check it out a bit, 
before we get back into the car and head to the hotel we'll be staying at tonight. 


We get to our hotel room and Bob falls to the bed almost instantly, "| wanna sleep so damn bad" He says, and | 


grin, staring down at him. 

"Go to sleep then, baby. 

He sighs, "I slept so much in the car though." 
"Yeah, you did but that's okay, sleep some more." 


"Only if you come lay with me." 


| never deny him anything his precious little heart desires. 


| move onto the bed and wrap my arm around his waist, pulling us close together. 


| press my face into his neck and kiss, he giggles lightly, "How long do we have?" He turns to face me and l'm 


more amused than words can say. 


"I thought you were tired, baby?" He presses his lips to mine, wrapping his arms around my neck, he pulls me 
on top of him. 


"Never too tired for making love." 
| grin against his lips, "I love you." 


"Love you too, Jimi." 


So I've got Bob's pretty little body bouncing in my lap, and his moans are ringing out in the air, when there's a 


knock on the door. 


| cuss and grab onto his hips, stopping his movements and he whines out, "Fuck, Jimi, why?" He wraps his arms 


a little too tightly around my neck. 


"Someone is knocking." | tell him, and | just want him to start riding me again, but | can't. | hold his hips firmly 


and call out. 

"Who is it?" 

"Jimi, we're leaving for sound check, you got 30 minutes to get ready.” 

Bob is trembling in my lap, "30 minutes is more than enough for us to finish up." He says into my ear and | 
can't fucking handle it, | cover his mouth and start thrusting up into him again, and his little moans are 
muffled behind my hand. 


"Okay, I'll be down in 30 then" | call to whoever is at the door. 


Bob pins my hands down away from his hips, and leans down to kiss my lips while he rolls his hips down into 


mine, "Fuck yeah." | cuss against his lips and he smiles. 


"| can't wait til we're in Seattle and can do this uninterrupted." He says and | couldn't agree more. 


At the show, | look down into the crowd, seeing Bob sat next to some of my pals and he's smiling up at me, 
looking all beautiful with his blue eyes gleaming. | smile back, winking at him. 


He's so beautiful, and all mine. 


In the limousine on the way back to the hotel, I'm sat next to Bob, really wishing | could kiss him right now, 


but everyone is here. 

So we just lean in really close and whisper to each other. 

"You did really good tonight, baby.” He says to me, and | look at his soft features, smiling at him happily. 
"Seeing you in the crowd made me really happy, usually you're watching from backstage." 


"Because | don't want to get attacked by teeny boppers." He laughs and so do |, wrapping my arm around his 


waist in the most friendly manor | can muster. 


"You're my best friend" | whisper to him and he smiles, trying to seem as normal as possible with everyone 


around us right now. 


"You're mine too." He replies lightly. 


Back at the hotel room we order some dinner and wine, and I'm so glad to finally have Bob alone, so | can kiss 


him. 

He's the most beautiful person ever, inside and out. | could never see myself without him now. 
"Don't ever leave me." | whisper to him as we lie on the bed, holding one another. 

His eyes are closed as his head rests on my chest, "I won't ever leave you, Jimi." 


| squeeze my arms around him tighter, "Thank you." 


The next day, Bob is telling me how he got a call from Johnny Cash, saying that he'd be in same city as us 


Today. 


Johnny Cash wow, he's a huge inspiration to Bob, I'm sure Bob's excited to see him again. They'd met before | 


guess as Bob is rambling on to me about the country singer. 


| can't get annoyed though, because l'm the same way about musician's l'm passionate towards. 


Bob for example. 
Before | met him | used to rave on and on about him and how much | loved his music and lyrics. 


My friends began to get annoyed, saying jokes like, "Go find him and marry him." and, "Profess your love to him 


in a letter." 
I'd just give them the middle finger and tell them to fuck off. 
Now I'm with Bob Dylan. 


He's my fucking boyfriend. 


Life is crazy sometimes. 


We'll be in Las Vegas tonight, but the show isn't until tomorrow. We've got a lot of driving to do. 


"So did you plan to meet up with him once we get there or something?" | ask him as we sit at the table in our 
hotel room, eating breakfast. 


Bob's just munching on a piece of toast, and | tell him to have some eggs at least. 


He just pokes around his food with his fork, more interested in Johnny Cash. He casts me a wary eye though, 


"You'd be okay with that?" 
| shrug, "He's a friend of yours, why the hell not?" 
Bob smirks, "Thanks, babe." 


"So does he have a show there tomorrow in Vegas?" 


"He has his tonight, but he told me he'd stay until tomorrow so we could see each other for a bit" 
"Nice of him." | reply and he nods slightly, continuing to poke around at his food, "Bob holy shit, eat." 
He sighs, "I'm not very hungry, baby." 


| shake my head in wonderment, "You never are." 


The rest of the day is spent driving, and if it wasn't for me asking if Bob and | could have our own limo, he 


would have been grouchy the whole way there. 

| rest my head in his lap and he runs his hands through my hair as best as you can run your hands through 
a black man's afro. 

We listen to the radio and talk about random things as usual. Bob eventually get's lost in a song he's writing 


and | mess around on my guitar a bit, playing random improvisations as usual. 


Later we pull over to have lunch at a restaurant. We both end up signing more than a few autographs and 


someone even shoves a camera in our face. 


"So | heard you guys are really close now? Best friends even?" The guys says and Bob looks like he wants to 
haul off and knock the camera from the guy's hands but he keeps his cool, letting me speak. 


"We're good friends, yes. Now if you would leave us alone for a bit so we can have lunch?" | ask politely and 
the reporter nods, backing off. 


"Thank you for your time" 

"Whatever." | mumble and Bob laughs out loud 

"Don't you just wanna kick ‘em sometimes?" He says to me and | scoff at his choice of words. 
"Sometimes? How about all the time?" | reply and he snickers 


"Better." 


So we order burgers and | actually get Bob to eat over half of his, and a few fries before he claims that he's 


full. He does however order several glasses of wine. 

When we leave he's hanging onto my arm and thankfully the restaurant manager shooed away the paparazzi. 
We stumble back into the car and continue on our trek to Las Vegas. 

Bob is babbling about nonsense while watching me play on my guitar lightly. Or at least it sounds like nonsense 
while I'm into whatever it is that I'm playing. If | wanted to, | could actually get interested in what my drunken 
boyfriend is talking about. 

"You know, Jimi? Like, why am | like..The object of of..0F all these guy's attention?" 

| look over at him then, "What guys, Bob?" 


He shrugs, throwing his head against my shoulder, "Men, | see them lookin’ at me." 


| shrug, "I see women lookin’ at you too. As long as they ain't touchin you," | put my arm around his shoulder, 


"| won't cause a riot.” 


He snickers and presses his face into my neck, "I love you, Jimi, | do." He drawls out and | have to laugh, 
because he's so drunk and it's really cute. 


| turn my head and press my lips to his forehead, "You pretty little thing you." 


When we finally get to Vegas it's nighttime. Bob is passed out in the back seat while | sit there strumming on 
my guitar in the back. 


The driver knocks on the door and | look out the window, "Bob, baby, we're here." | reach over and shake his 
shoulder. | look around out of the window to see if there's any paparazzi, but they were probably all shooed 
away before we got there. 

"But Jimi, | wanna sleep." 

"Baby we've got a bed to sleep in now alright? Let's go to bed." 


He groans and starts to slide up on the chair, "You promise?" 


| chuckle, "Yes, babe, come on" 


| don't know why they got me and Bob separate rooms but apparently they did. My manager says we always 


get a room together and maybe we'd like our own for once. 

"We always get one together because we like hanging out" 

He ignores me, going on to another topic, "You guys know Johnny Cash is at this hotel?" 
Bob's head perks up beside me and looks to my manager, "You know which room?" 

Jeff my manager seems amused by Bob's sudden excitement, "He's at a party right now" 
"Okay, which room?" 

Manager shrugs. 

Bob groans, "I'll find out myself then, man" he turns and heads for the elevator. 

"Hey ba--, Bob, wait up let's get settled in our room first, huh?" 


‘Our room? We're not sharing rooms tonight, Jimi." He shoots my manager a look and my manager raises an 


eyebrow at him as Bob turns back, continuing on 
| glare at my manager, "We we're gonna jam tonight, Jeff, he wrote a nice song.” 


My manager shrugs again, "You can share a room, give your room key to me and I'll give it to one of the 


roadies" 


| toss him my key and run after Bob who just stepped onto the elevator. I've still got my guitar around my 
neck and | barely make it to the elevator before the doors close. 


| smile at Bob, "We're using that room." | point to the key in his hand. 

He gives me a little smirk in return, "One day they're gonna find out about us." 
"Maybe they already have." | reply and he narrows his eyes. 

"Have they?" 


| shrug. 


One minute Bob's freaking out about the fact that Johnny Cash is in the same hotel, and the next second he's 
sucking my dick on the bed while | smoke a joint. 


Afterward, Bob tells me he wants to go find Johnny and | almost roll my eyes. 


"You just blew me and now you want to run off?" | ask him, taking another hit off of the joint and he shrugs, 
sitting on his knees at the end of the bed, while | lay against the pillows. 


"Come with me." He says lowly 

| sigh, "I don't know if I'm ready to meet Johnny Cash" 

He grins, "He's a great guy” 

| narrow my eyes slightly, "I just wanna lay here with you, baby" 


He hums low in his throat, "We can do that when we get back" He climbs off of the bed and goes into the 


bathroom, while | button up my pants and let out an exasperated sigh. 
He practically drags me down the hallways, asking people if they know which room Johnny Cash is in. When 


someone finally tells us the room number, Bob is nearly running down the halls. 


Later on | conclude that | should have just stayed in our hotel room and let Bob come alone. | met Johnny Cash 
and he seemed cool, he seemed to be the odd one out though, because everyone else was part of the rock and 
roll scene, not country. He said he only came because he figured he'd find Bob there. 


"Instead | found you." Bob laughs and so does Johnny. 


"That you did. Do you guys want a drink or somethin’? I'm ‘bout ready to leave this party myself" He looks 


around the room, making a face at all of the young people conversing. 

Bob smiles, "Sure." 

Then some blonde gal comes up to me looking all starstruck and what not, "Jimi Hendrix?" 
And | feel obligated to let her talk my head off since she seems like such a good fan 


Bob brings me a glass of wine, and | thank him with a smile before he goes off to go finish talking to Johnny in 


the other room. 


Bob's P.OV 

"He your new boyfriend or somethin'?" Johnny asks me once he's got me alone in a separate area of the hotel 
room, away from the party. 

| shrug and take a drink of my wine, "Something like that." 

Johnny hums lightly, taking a swig of the beer in his hand. 


He's standing in front of me, while | lean up against the wall, "How's June?" | say lowly and he sighs, looking 


away from me to the ground. 
"She's alright" 
| nod, also moving my eyes to the ground, 


‘I've missed you." | whisper, keeping my eyes fixed to the ground, too awkward to meet his eyes, because | 
don't know if he still feels the same way about me. 


Then his fingers are at my chin and he's lifting my face to stare at me in the eyes, "I've missed you too, 


Bobby. But how serious is your relationship with that Jimi guy?" 

Pretty serious. 

"Ive still got feelings for you. | never wanted to leave you." | look into his dark brown eyes. 

"But you did" He looks almost hurt, but it couldn't be choking him up that bad, because he's still got his wife. 
‘I'm sorry. | really cared for you its just.Our jobs are so demanding, it could never work." 

Is working for you and him though, isn't it? | heard you quit your tour to be with him on his." 

My throat closes up and | look away from his eyes, "Yeah." 


He smiles, "Bobby's first real boyfriend, how sweet." He teases and | can't help smiling back at him, shoving him 


playfully. 


"You love him?" He asks after our laughs die down and | nod, biting my thumb nail. 
"| do." 
"How sweet." 


| shove him again and he just laughs, before motioning me out of the room, "Come on let's get out of here." 


When | walk past Jimi to leave the hotel room with Johnny, he's sat down on a couch talking to some girls and 


| give him a small wave and he gives me a nod, seeming bored out of his mind. 

Poor baby. 

Once out of the room and into the quiet hallway, | ask Johnny where we're going. He shrugs and leads me 
around a corner that leads down to a staircase. Once around the corner, he grabs me and presses me to the 
wall, pressing his lips to mine before | can have a second thought. 

| moan into the kiss and wrap my arms around his neck, pushing my hips forward into his, feeling his erection 
inside of his pants. He lets out a light groan and | smile as he pushes his hips back into mine and moves his 
fingers underneath my shirt, before pressing his face into my neck. 


| sneak one of my hands down to the front of his pants, rubbing him gently through the cloth. 


"Fuck, Bob." He cusses into my neck and | smile, letting my fingers undo the belt of his pants, just about to slip 


my fingers inside when a loud voice stuns me still 

"Bob, what the fuck?" 

My eyes go wide and Johnny is moving away from me, hastily doing up his pants that I'd just unbuttoned. 
"Oh shit, Jimi--" 

His eyes are full of shock and pain, "How could you, baby?" 


| cuss and reach out for Jimi who only moves back from me, shaking his head as he turns away from me. "| 


don't even know what to say to you right now, Bob." 


He begins storming down the hall, "I can't fuckin’ believe you." 


| walk after him and cry out, "Jimi, please--" 


"Save it!" He snaps putting up his hand to block my face. 


| just stop walking and watch him go until he's out of sight. 


I'm sorry." Johnny's voice is light behind me and! shake my head, close to crying. 

‘Its not your fault" | turn to meet his eyes, "How long will you be here?" 

"I don't want to ruin what you have with him, Bob, he seems to care for you a lot. | leave in the morning," 
"What room are you staying in?" 

"403." 

"Ill be in there later tonight and we'll talk, okay?" 


Johnny shakes his head lightly as he chuckles, "Alright Bob, I'll see you then" 


Then | head in the direction that my boyfriend went. 


After having the fuck of my life, | watch Jimi fall onto the bed exhausted while | still sit there on the table, 
legs spread, messy as a whore. He was being really rough with me until | told him to ease up. I'll be sore as 
fuck tomorrow. 


| climb from the table and head into the bathroom after Jimi snaps at me to go shower. 


| close the door but don't lock it, because he usually comes to join me afterwords, although | doubt he wil 


tonight, seeing as he's so pissed off at me. 


| wash myself off slowly, hoping that Jimi will be asleep when | get out so | can sneak out to go see Johnny. 


| walk out of the bathroom with a towel around my waist seeing Jimi lying on the bed, with a botte of whiskey 
at his lips. His shirt is off and he's staring absently at the TV. 


"Ready for bed?" | ask nervously as he meets my eyes for a moment before returning them back to the TV. 
"Whatever." He grumbles, taking another swig of the whiskey. 

| sigh and walk over to my bag, pulling out some sleeping pants and a t-shirt. | drop the towel and pull on the 
clothes before going over to lie on the bed next to Jimi. | take the bottle from his hands and set it down on 
the nightstand. 


He looks at me, his brown eyes narrowed to glare at me, "I was drinking that." 


God his breath reeks of booze, "Not anymore, lets go to bed." | lean forward and kiss his cheek and he grabs 
my face to kiss me on the lips. 


‘| love you, Bob." He whispers before kissing my neck, his hand moves down to my pants and | push his hand 


away. 
"Go to bed" | push him down and lay my head on his chest, "I'm tired" 
His fingers move into my hair, "I'm not" 

"Bullshit 

"| wanna fuck you again, pretty baby." 


"Tomorrow." | move off of him and turn my back to him to lie down on the bed. He moves up behind me and 


wraps his arms around me. 

‘| love you." He whispers into my ear. 

"Love you too, Jimi, now go to bed" 

"Kay." 

He passes out fairly quickly, and | give it 30 minutes before | move his arms from around my waist, and get 
up from the bed 


| take a room key and leave the room as silently as | can, praying that he doesn't wake up when I'm gone. 


Johnny's room is on the floor above ours, and so | take the elevator up to the 4th floor. 


Once to his door, | knock 3 times, looking down the halls for anyone who might be walking by. Johnny opens his 
door, and | see he's freshly showered, hair wet and dressed in a plain white t-shirt and pajama bottoms. 


He smiles, "Hey Bob, come in" 

| step forward and let him close the door behind me. 

| was getting kind of lonely in here. You want a drink?" 

"Ill take a beer." | see he's got a bucket of ice with beers chilling inside on the coffee table. 
"Help yourself" He motions and | smile, walking forward and take a seat on the couch. 

He comes to sit down next to me, wrapping an arm behind me around the back of the couch, "He's asleep?" 
"Passed out drunk" 

Johnny clicks his tongue, shaking his head, "Bob Dylan, the heart breaker. 

"What?" | narrow my eyes at him after taking a drink of beer. 

"He's drinking because of you, man" 

"Jimi always drinks." 

"How long you been seeing him?" 

"Since May, we met at a party. | wanted a fuck and he was there." 

"Damn Bob, that's pretty harsh." 


| shrug, “But he ended up being a cool guy, and we didn’t fuck until the next morning, we talked all night and 
made out quite a bit." 


"Interesting" Johnny mutters sarcastically and | shove him with a smile. 

"Unlike you and me, we just fucked right away didn't we?" | ask him while looking down at our hands which 
somehow ended up intertwined, his thumb stroking my palm. 

"| think so." He scratches the side of his nose, "In your dressin’ room or somethin’, right?" 


"Yeah." | grin at the memory, remembering how we fucked on the couch in the span of 20 minutes with his 


wife right in the same building. 

"That was fun" He looks to me and smiles lightly. 

| agree with a nod, "It was." 

"Did you want do that now?" He asks and | look to meet his eyes, and | shrug. 
"We can if you want to." 

"Of course | do.” 


| snicker lightly turning my body toward his, placing my hand over his chest, "She still doesn't compare does 
she?" 


He doesn't say anything to that, just grabs my hips and pulls me onto his lap. | wrap my arms around his neck 
and lean down to kiss him. He kisses back, wrapping his arms around my waist tightly. 


It gets heated pretty quick, and I've got my hand inside of his pants, stroking him gently as we continue to kiss. 


"Wanna fuck me?" | whisper into his ear and he moans lowly, nodding as he presses kisses down my neck to my 


collarbone. "Where?" 
"Right here, take off your pants." 


So | climb off of his lap and tug off my pajama bottoms, throwing them to the ground, before climbing back 
into his lap. He pulls my shirt off and throws it to the ground with my bottoms. 


We make out heavily, and | grind back into his lap, letting his erection rub against my thigh. 
Eventually he pulls from my lips and breaths out, "Go get the lotion from the bathroom.’ 


| bolt from his lap to the bathroom and then get back onto his lap. | hand him the bottle and he asks me if | 


need any preparation | shake my head, since I'd just fucked Jimi earlier, | was lose enough still. 


He nods and just puts some lotion onto himself before grabbing my hips and lining up with my entrance. | bite 
my lip and push back, helping him slip in slowly. 


| look down to meet his eyes, but his eyes are fixed on the ceiling as he throws his head back, moaning softly. 


| press my hands to his chest, which is still covered by his t-shirt. | push his shirt up slightly as my hands 


move up to his shoulders, nails digging in as he thrusts all the way inside me. 


Johnny cusses lightly and kisses the side of my neck, "Still feel so wonderful, Bobby.’ 


| smile, wiggling my hips and taking in the sounds of his moans, "You too." | whisper. 


| take a quick shower afterwords and before | leave, | give Johnny a gentle kiss on the lips, telling him that Ill 


see him around. 
Thankfully Jimi is still sleeping soundly when | get back to the room. | don't even think he moved his position. 


| go to the mini fridge and pour myself a glass of wine before taking a seat at the small table in the corner of 


the room. 


| groan and rest my head on the table, cursing myself for being such a damned slut. 


The next morning | wake up in the bed and Jimi isn't even there with me on the bed or in the room. But | do 
find a note on the coffee table saying he had to go to the venue to prepare for tonight's concert and if | want 


to come by | can take a taxi. 


Asshole. 


Could have woken me up and brought me along. 


| throw the note into the trash and decide to get dressed. 

| call for a taxi and then leave the room heading down the stairs. | put my Ray Bans on, which doesn't really 
help, because there's still people approaching me and bugging the hell out of me. 

‘I've got a taxi waiting, | gotta go." | tell them simply. 

Wish | had my body guards here like | did on my tour. 


Luckily someone thought ahead of me, and there are soon body guards coming to my side and leading me out 


to the taxi, telling the fans to back off. 


| get into the taxi, sighing with relief when the door is shut and it's quiet, until the taxi driver speaks to me. 


"Where to Mr. Dylan?" 


| get to the venue, a bunch of people surrounding me and asking me a bunch of fucking questions and 


thankfully one of the body guards shoves them off and gets me to the back of the venue unscathed. 

Jimi is sitting backstage with his guitar, strumming away while some blonde chick sits too close to him for my 
liking. You think he's playing especially for you, bitch? Then it occurs to me that yes, Jimi may be my 
boyfriend, but | cheated on him, so I've got no right. | take advantage of the fact that | know he'll never leave 
me. 


He still admires me as much as he did the first day we met. Maybe even more so Now. 


Although | think we've both changed significantly since then. 


| watch his fingers on the guitars, remembering those fingers all over my body, every night, so gentle. 


Would he touch that blonde girl the same way? 


| keep my sunglasses on, even as Jimi finishes his riff and looks up at me, the blonde girl at his side looking 


enviously at me for capturing his attention. 
"Bobby Dylan," He states, not flashing me that loving smile like he normally does. Instead he seems to be 
speaking to me like I'm just another guy. 


He stands up from his spot on the stairs next to the girl and walks forward to me. He plucks the sunglasses 


from my face and narrows his eyes at my now squinted blue ones. 

"How'd you sleep?" He whispers and | shrug. 

Fine. You hungover?" | reply looking him up and down to see he managed to dress himself decently enough. 
"Nothing I'm not used to, baby." He looks away from me down to his guitar, "I do however, need more time to 


recover from seeing you with your hands down Johnny Cash's pants while he had his tongue down your 


throat" He strums at his guitar harshly and | feel my face flushing with embarrassment. 


| look down at the ground, "Can we not talk about it?" 


He shrugs, "Sure, because I'll just be able to get over it that quickly, yeah okay." He turns from me and leaves 


the room while still strumming at his guitar angrily. 


| sigh and pinch the bridge of my nose. 


Jimi's tour goes on until the 22nd of December, and then there's a 2 week break for everyone to spend time 


with their families during the Holidays. 
Jimi asks me if | want to spend Christmas with him in Seattle, and of course | say yes. 


We have our own place together in Seattle. Everyone just assumes it's because we're good friends. We are 


good friends, but its also more than that. They don't need to know that though. 

| think Jimi assumed | wanted to spend Christmas back in Minnesota with my parents. Which wasn't the case. 
I'd always hoped he'd ask me if | wanted to spend it with him. | always figured that's what we'd end up doing 
anyways. 


We are a couple after all 


We don't even get a Christmas tree, let alone anything for a special Christmas dinner. We just buy each other 
gifts and stay in our apartment, enjoying the time off away from all of the action. I's a great relief. 


Its Christmas Eve, and Jimi is jamming out on his guitar while | sit at the table with my typewriter , typing 


away while the sounds of Jimi's playing soothes me. 


"You should write me a song to sing, baby." He says after a while and | smile, pursing my lips in thought at the 


words on the paper. 

‘lm always writing songs for you." | look over at him and give him a little smile. 

"For me to sing?" He asks. 

"Oh, that's what you mean" | scratch my head, "Well, you could sing any of my songs that you want. Jimi." | 
get up from the desk I'm sat at, and walk over to him, "You want me to write one specifically for you to sing? 


| don't sit down to write a song, Jimi, | just write them when the feeling comes." | move his guitar aside and 


climb onto his lap, wrapping my arms around his neck as he wraps his around my waist. 


He nods, "I just love your words baby, you write beautifully." He leans in and kisses my neck and | hum lightly, 


closing my eyes. 


‘I've got plenty of unused songs strewn across that desk, just go find one you like." | lean forward, kissing his 
lips. "Just give me credit." 


"Of course, baby." He smiles up at me. 

We end up smoking a joint together and having sex right on that couch, before falling asleep in each others 
arms. 

When we wake up it's Christmas morning, but we don't even care enough to move from the couch. 


We just watched the TV that we left on over night, Its A Wonderful Life is on and we finish the entire movie 
before we decide it's probably time to get up. 


"That was a really fuckin’ good movie." Jimi mutters as we walk into the kitchen in only our boxers. 
"You never saw it before?" 


He shakes his head and | snicker, "Wow." 


He makes us eggs and bacon, while | make the toast, spreading them with jam. 


"| don't know why you made toast too, baby, it's not you're going to eat all that" He teases me and | really 


hate when he teases me about my poor eating habits. 
"You just watch me." | sit down at the table with my plate, ready to take on the challenge. 
He sits down across from me, "Alright, we'll see." 


It's tough, but | manage to fight through that breakfast like it's life or death. Jimi applauds when l'm done and 
| groan at my full stomach, and he laughs. 


"Good job, that's the most you've eaten in one sitting since I've met you." 


"Oh shut up." | get up from my seat at the table, not even bothering to put my empty plate in the sink, "Now 


| need to go lay down" | head toward the living room. 


| flop down onto the couch, while Jimi puts our plates into the sink before coming to lie on the couch with me. 


"So its Christmas." Jimi whispers behind me, arms wrapped around my body. 
| just hum in reply. 


"You want to open your gift from me?" He kisses behind my ear and close my eyes taking in a deep content 


breath. 

"Sure, you can open yours too then. | got a bunch of gifts from everyone else but | don't really think | want to 
open them." | get up from couch, heading for our bedroom, where | had his gift wrapped and hiding in the 
closet. 

"Everyone meaning who?" He calls to me, as he follows behind me. 

| shrug, "Who cares, only your gift matters." 

"You get one from Johnny?" His voice is near now and! turn around to stare at him in disbelief. 

Really, Jimi?" 


He looks away from me and shrugs, "Just a question" 


"He sent me a letter, that's all" | say, turning my back back to him as | go into the walk in closet to get his 
gift. 


"Could | read it?" 


My heart clenches and | shake my head, "No way.’ 


| had gotten the letter a few days ago, and had hid it. If Jimi ever got it and read what Johnny wrote, then 
that would be my ass. 


"Really Bob? What have you got to hide from me, hm? I'm your boyfriend.Should | be suspicious?" 


My fingers reach up to grab his present but | stop when | hear his words. | bite my lip and turn to see him 
watching me with that look. God | hate that look. 


"Is between Johnny and |, alright?" | reach back up to grab his present, not yet handing it to him though, 
because he continues to stand there with that look on his face, and | can't handle it. | look away to the carpet. 


"You still have feelings for him, don't you?" 

My eyes shoot up to meet his, "Of course not, Jimi, you're it for me" 

"| don't believe you. Let me read the letter. 

| shake my head, "No" 

He begins walking forward, "You either let me read the letter, or I'l leave" 

My mouth falls open in a gasp, "Jimi-~" 

"Im serious Bob’ 

| clench my teeth, "Why do you want to read it?" 

He's standing in front of me now, "You know, | haven't been with anyone else since | was with you that night in 
London, you know that?" He brings a hand up to take the present from my hands, setting it aside. 
My heart is beating erratically and | look down, watching his hands come up to rest on my waist 
"Could you say the same thing?" He whispers into my ear, before kissing me on the cheek 

He knows, he just knows. 

Might as well tell him 


“Alright, | had sex with Johnny." The words are shaky as they come from my mouth and Jimi pulls from me 


almost instantly, staring at me with narrowed eyes. 

‘Las Vegas?" He asks lowly 

| nod, tears already beginning to fall, "I'm sorry" 

He steps back, shaking his head, eyes staying on me, "Why would you do that?" 
| bow my head, shrugging sluggishly. 

"If you wanted some dick baby you should have just come to me 


| ignore his statement, "If | was with him, | would have cheated on him with you too." 


He scoffs, "What the fuck is that supposed to mean? You don't know who to choose?" 

| shake my head, waving my hands around, “There's no decision to be made. | want you, Jimi." 

"Then why'd you fuck Johnny?" 

| shrug, “Because | wanted to fuck him." That was pretty much the only reason. "It's not because | don't want 
you anymore, or because you're not enough for me. | just. don't want to talk about it alright?" | pick up the 
present he said aside and walk around him to leave the closet. 


He follows behind me, "None of my girlfriends ever even cheated on me, damn Bob." 


My gut churns, "I'm sorry, alright?" | turn suddenly, walking up to him, | drop the present to the ground, and 


wrap my arms around his neck, kissing him as deeply as | can 

| pull back to kiss his cheek, then back to his lips, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Forgive me." 

"When did you meet him?" 

"In 1964. He came to one of my concerts." | keep my arms wrapped around his neck, loving the feeling of his 
arms coming up to wrap around my waist. 

"Isnt he married?" 

"Yeah." 

"Shit, Bob." 


| hide my face in his neck, not knowing what to say, "Can we open our presents now?" | whisper and we pull 


back to look into each others eyes. 
He sighs heavily, "Yeah but we're not done talking about this.” 


| just nod. 


| got Jimi a watch that | bought one day when Jimi was still on tour and | decided to go out and find him a gift 


since he was busy with some interview. 


He seems to like it a lot, grinning genuinely and giving me a sweet kiss on the cheek as | sit in his lap, helping 
him put the watch on. 


"I love it baby, thank you." He peers up at me with love in his eyes. 
| smile at him, entirely too grateful that he didn't leave me even know he knows | cheated on him. 
"You're too good to me." | muse and he looks at me with an honest smile on his face. 


"Because | love you." He picks up the gift for me, and | can't help noticing how small the box is. 


Jewelry, oh shit. 


"And your gift" He hands it to me. 


| shake my head, "I really don't deserve anything from you. Especially your love." 


"Oh shush, you know how much | love you, baby. Now open it." 


So | do, pulling through the wrapping paper, coming to a burgundy velvet box. 
| look up at him steadily, wondering what's inside, and he smirks back at me, "Go on 


| open the box, nearly gasping at the shiny silver that is revealed. 2 rings sit inside, identical to one another, 
engraved with the words "Love Only You". 


Tears fill my eyes and Jimi grabs my cheeks, making me look at him, and even he's got a little unshed tear in 


his eye, "I really hope you stay with me Bobby, never leave me.’ 


‘| won't." | lean forward until our foreheads are pressed together, "I'm sorry | ever did anything to hurt you." | 
press my lips to his again and he makes the kiss deeper, nearly prying my lips apart with his tongue and | 


moan. 


"Why would you ever let anyone else have this?" He stresses desperately into my mouth, gripping onto my 
thigh tightly as | move my body down into his, moaning as he presses his lips to my collarbone. 


He pulls back and grabs up the smaller ring, taking my right hand to slip it onto my ring finger, before putting 


on his own. 


"Promise rings." He states, smiling at me, "I know it's cheesy but, | want you to be only mine Bob." He caresses 


my cheek with his thumb. 


‘Its not cheesy, baby, | love it" | smile down at the ring on my finger, "We can pretend we're married now." | 


laugh and he gets this look in his eyes. 
"Wish | could marry you." He looks into my eyes and | bite my bottom lip. 
I'd say yes." 


He takes in a deep breath pressing the side of his face to my chest, wrapping his arms around my torso, "We 


can pretend we're married, indeed." He whispers, and | wrap my arms around his shoulder's tighter. 


I's past noon already. 


We smoke some weed and Jimi comments on how he's glad I'm not using anymore hard drugs. "I don't need ‘em 


anymore." | reply. 

We get lots of phone calls from our families all day long, wishing us a merry Christmas. Once it's nighttime we 
decide to take a nice long bath together in our very large round bathtub. Jimi is lying between my legs, head 
resting on my chest while | wash his hair gently. | move my legs to wrap them around his torso and he hums 


lightly. 


| wash the shampoo out of his hair and he moves up my body, pressing his face into my neck. | reach my 


hand down to grab his dick and he moans deeply as | begin to stroke him. 

He's already hard and so | whisper for him to put it in me, and | can feel him shudder at my words. He 
shuffles his hips a little until | can feel the tip pressing at my entrance. "Mmm." | turn my head to kiss his 
face, before he thrusts his hips forward and is completely inside of me the within the next few seconds. 
My mouth falls open and | grip onto his back, listening to him moan, 

"Fuckin hell” He whispers and | smile against his cheek. 

"Come on, fuck me baby." | move my hips down, gasping at the feeling of him inside of me. 


I've gotten used to his size. 


"God, you're beautiful" He hisses, and | grin as he begins moving in and out of me steadily, "So beautiful with 
those hazy blue eyes and perfect lips." he kisses my lips then and I'm just starting to get lost in the feelings 


of the movements of him in me. 
| throw my head back against the tub and moan, using my legs to pull him down deeper into me. 


"Fuck, oh fuck" He says into my neck as he begins to fuck me faster and deeper, and | just lie there, moaning 


and gasping as | squeeze my legs tighter. 
"Jimi, mmm, oh." My body is tingling with the sensations and it's so good. 
"That good, baby?" He encourages and | moan louder on one particularly hard thrust of his hips. 


"Yeah." | keen, and the water is sloshing loudly all around us at how fast we're moving, and | almost forgot we 


were in the tub. I'm only focusing on the wonderful feelings we're creating. 

Jimi begins stroking me in time with his thrusts, and | know I'm not going to last very long if he keeps that up. 
| push his hand away, "I don't need that." | whisper and he groans loudly, always so pleased that | only need him 
inside of me to get off. Unless he comes first, which he does sometimes, and then he usually just fingers me 
until | come. 

Suddenly he pulls out of me and | look up at him, confused and then he's motioning me to turn over and | get 
it. | move on my knees, grabbing the edge of the tub with my hands, looking back at him as he positions 
himself behind me. He pushes back into me slowly and my mouth falls open, "Fuck, Jimi." He starts thrusting 


again, and it's different now that my ass is out of the water, the breeze skating across my back 


Sex with Jimi never got old. 


We're laying out on the floor of the living room in front of the TV on our makeshift bed, eating fudge and 
Christmas cookies brought to us by our neighbors, when Jimi asks me if he can read the letter from Johnny. 


| look away from him while licking the melting fudge between my fingers, | shrug, unsure. 
He already knows what | did with Johnny in Vegas, but the letter is still really personal. 
He puts a hand on my bare shoulder, rubbing it gently. 


We didn't bother getting dressed after our bath, just laid down these blankets and snuggled, watching 
Christmas programs the rest of the day. 


"Jimi, | love you okay? | may have messed around but--" 


Its not about that. | already know that, baby." He leans down, kissing my forehead, "I just don't want there to 


be anymore secrets between us, you dig?" 


| sigh and close my eyes for a moment, "Alright." | stand up from out nest of blankets and head back to out 


bedroom. Jimi waits for me there. 


| go to my side of the bed and open my nightstand drawer reaching under the pile of papers and unfinished 
songs. | grab the envelope and stare at the front for a minute, eyes scanning over Johnny's handwriting. 


My stomach turns as | take the writing paper out to read over the letter for the hundredth time. 


December, I, 1166 

Dear Bob, 

First off, Happy Holiday's. | hope all is well with you and your man Ive been thinking about you a lot, how Id love fo 
see you again. Although | now thats probably not a good idea. We always get up fo no good when we see each 
other, don't we? June doesnt even suspect. | guess its because its something she'd probably never expect. How's 
Umi doing? Is he being okay to you? | hope he isnt holding what happened against you. God only knows what would 
happen if he found out we did more than what he saw. You think he'd leave you? | hope not. 


Anyway, | hope you have a good Christmas and maybe we'll get fo see each other someday soon. Without our 


normal reunion activities of course.. But | think we can control ourselves, right? 

-Johnny 

| cuss lightly and walk back to the living room where Jimi waits, watching me as | walk back into the room with 
the letter in my hond. 

| sit down next to him and hand him the letter silently. 

| sit there biting my nail as he reads it, eyes darting from him down to the letter. 

He hums as he finishes reading it, "Are you going to write him back?" 


| shrug, continuing to bite my nail 


"You should" He hands the letter back and | fold it back up, looking at him strangely. 


"Really?" 


He shrugs, grabbing another piece of fudge, "Why not? He's probably waiting to hear back from you." He 
suddenly wraps his arms around my waist, pulling me down to lay next to him, "You just make sure you tell 


him you're mine." 


| laugh and set the letter aside, letting Jimi hold me, | rest my head on his chest enjoying his warmth, "Ill do 
that." | whisper, closing my eyes to the feeling of him kissing my cheek. 


To be continued... 


Hey Pretty Baby, Come On Back To Me 


Author's Notes: 
This just might be the last chapter. Stay tuned for an epilogue. 


Disclaimer: | don\'t own these lovely men or their music and songs, just the plot. 
It was now 19b], and they were living in London, where Jimi and his music were getting the most attention 
America hadn't quite latched onto yet him at that time. They would soon though, surely. 


Jimi and Bob were practically joined at the hip, and everyone knew it. Everyone who knew them knew how close 


they were. They still had their personal relationship hidden, with no plans of ever telling anyone. 


Bob especially was adamant that they keep it a secret. Sometimes Jimi would say that he wants to tell his 
parents and Bob always shook his head. 


"Don't, Jimi." 
Jimi would sigh and agree for it to remain secret. 


One time someone had asked Bob why he didn't have a girlfriend and Bob replied, "I've got many girlfriends, but 
| don't have any girlfriends" 


People didn't ask Jimi, because he was around women quite a bit, and most just assumed that he'd slept with 


some of them, because groupies you know. So Jimi had no issues with questions such as the ones Bob got. 


"tim taking a break from the girlfriend world" He added. 


Even when Jimi's life got busier as his success started to grow, he always had Bob by his side, mainly because 


he couldn't see his life without Bob in it. 


Bob was happy for it not to be all about him for once. He thought it was amusing to see Jimi going through 
what he'd went through just last year and the years prior. 


Bob hated all of the woman that surrounded Jimi and his band. He hated how they would cling onto Jimi like 
they somehow had the right because he was famous and they were beautiful women. Jimi wouldn't shrug 
them off, only because he knew he had to keep the image. He couldn't let it show that he really didn't want 
any of these women. He just wanted Bob. 


Bob would sit across the room with a wine glass in his fingers and a cigarette between his fingers while 
someone spoke beside him, but his eyes were fixed on Jimi, daring his boyfriend to so much as kiss one of the 


girls. 


They always shared a room together at the end of the day though. Jimi always made sure of that. Sure he'd 
let his friends and anyone else groovy enough to hang out in his room, hang out. But at the end of the night 


he made sure it was only him and Bob. 

Jimi would be strumming lightly on his guitar, while Bob laid there watching Jimi's fingers silently. 

"So if you're improvising all the time, Jimi, how do you remember them and play them again on stage or go in 
to record them and remember what you played?" Bob wonders out loud and Jimi smiles over at his secret 
lover. 

He shrugs, "I remember the ones that | want to remember and | forgot the ones that | don't." 


"Is that so?" Bob says lightly. 


"Yeah." Jimi sets his guitar aside and crawls over to Bob on the bed wrapping his arm around Bob's waist, face 
going to the crook of Bob's neck. 


"Thank you for staying with me." He breathes in Bob's familiar scent, closing his eyes in content. 


"My pleasure.” Bob whispers. 


Bob still preferred to mainly stand backstage during Jimi's concerts, rather than sit out in the crowd. But 
whenever they could have reserved spots in the very front, Jimi would tell Bob to sit in the front so he could 
see him while he performed. After begging cutely for a bit, Bob would finally agree, and Jimi would smirk down 
at him in the crowd knowingly, while Bob sat with his leg crossed over the other, puffing on cigarette after 


cigarette, sunglasses perched on his nose. 


Bob thought Jimi was a fantastic musician, and was very entertaining to watch. He was going to change music 


for ever. Bob knew it. 


Bob was also ready to begin making more music himself, but it was kind of hard to do that when he was so 
busy supporting Jimi on his tours. 


He promised he'd never leave Jimi, but he couldn't deny that he was beginning to feel bored with this. Bored 


with being dragged around to every place Jimi went, every dinner, hotel, interview. He never really got the 


break that he so desperately wanted after his own tour because he'd immediately gone to England with Jimi. 
He wanted to settled down in a house, not an apartment, and he wanted to record music again. Probably with 
Robbie and Garth, Richard and all the other guys from the Hawks. If they were down for it. Which they most 
likely would be, no doubt. 


He knew Jimi wanted Bob by his side, he knew he shouldn't leave Jimi to tour alone with his band and all of 
these other scene hungry people. 


But he also knew he had his own life to live, and no matter how much he loved Jimi and wanted to be there 


for him; Bob wasn't 2 people. 


So he'd brought it up to Jimi one night as they attended a party thrown by one of Jimi's band members in his 


hotel room. 


Jimi and Bob we're sat in the corner of the room, Jimi was playing something on the guitar for Bob while Bob 
smiled at his boyfriend, feeling sad about what he was about to bring up. 


"You know | love you Jimi," He began quietly, once Jimi had finished his little tune. "And I'd never leave this 


relationship." 
Jimi narrows his eyes, not liking the solemn sound of Bob's voice. He wishes he could take Bob's hands right 
now, but everyone would stare and whisper about it. So he just folded his hands together in his lap and 


listened, 


"But | do want to go back home for a bit, maybe make some music of my own with my band" He tilts his head 
to the side, trying to read Jimi's expression, "You understand, right?" 


Jimi nodded very slightly, "So you're leaving me?" He finally looked Bob in the eyes and Bob shook his head. 
"Not like that, no. I'm just going back to the states." 
"Bob we have a place here--" 


"I know, Jimi but l.l just want to go home." He says desperately, "I really do." He played with the promise ring 
on his finger, taking it off to read the engraved words on the inside. 


Love Only You’ 
He smiled. 


Jimi watched him quietly, and Bob bit his lip nervously, putting the ring back on his finger, he looks up at Jimi 


wari ly. 


"I'd never leave you Jimi, I'm just leaving England.” 
Jimi looked down at his guitar and began strumming lightly, "So then when will | see you again?" 


Bob sighs, "Whenever you can, | hope. Since you live here now, we won't be able to see each other all too 


often, unfortunately.” 


"We live here, Bob. We do, together." Jimi said, "Stay here with me Bob okay? Why don't you just record here? 


| can't be here without you." 


"Yes you can" Bob mumbled harshly, "You can be here without me, and you will. Because I'm going home." Bob 
stands up from the chair and begins making his way through the crowd and towards the hotel door. 


Jimi is right behind him, not bothering to say goodnight to any of his band mates. 
"Just like that, huh?" Jimi almost yells, "You're leaving me just like that--" 
lm not leaving youl" Bob spins around to face Jimi once they're in the hallway away from the people and noise. 


"You are Bob, you are. You're leaving me to go back to the states because you're sick of this, this isn't your 
thing right? This rock n roll lifestyle? You're going to go back to your calm folk-singin' life, isn't that right?" 


Bob's mouth falls open, "Fuck you Jimi, | don't sing folk--" 


‘Oh whatever. Bob Dylan is too cool for fuckin’ labels, | forgot" Jimi walks past Bob and Bob glares at him 
before following after him. 


"I know what that rock n roll lifestyle is like Jimi, | lived in it myself!" 
"This is different and you know it. This is on a whole other level, and you can't handle it, can you?" 


"Its not about that, | don't let this get to me! Jimi, you know that. | just want to go home, alright? That's it!" 
He shouts, glancing over at someone who'd just opened their door to see what all the yelling was about, "Sorry, 


man" He tells them lowly as Jimi continues walking in the direction of their hotel room. 


Once in their room, Jimi quickly grabbed up his bottle of whiskey and fell onto the bed with it, while Bob stood 
there, watching as his boyfriend chugged the alcohol down, 


"Jimi don't drink alright? Please." He got onto the bed and attempted to take the bottle from Jimi's hand, but 
Jimi pushed him away and muttered for him to fuck off. 


Bob sat back, looking at Jimi in shock, "God, fuck you." He shook his head and moved from the bed, "You want 
to act like a baby, fine. I'll go get my own room." He stormed to the door, stopping when Jimi called after him. 


"Don't Bob, please." 


Bob clenched his teeth and crossed his arms, "| refuse to sit here and let you treat me like shit, Jimi, it's not 
happening tonight." 


"| don't treat you like shit, baby, come'ere." He motions Bob back over to the bed, but Bob shakes his head. 
"When you drink you do." 


Jimi sighs and sets the bottle aside on the nightstand, "Okay, | won't, please come to me." He holds out his 
arms and Bob sighs, getting back onto the bed. 


"Why you gonna leave me like that, baby?" Jimi whispers, kissing Bob's throat lightly and Bob groans at Jimi's 


now liquor stained breath. 
"Don't, Jimi." 
"Don't what." 


"Accuse me of leaving you! | have to live my own life alright? We're both independent people, we have to do 
our own thing. l'm not leaving you. Once you're done here in England you feel free to come to live with me in 


Woodstock." 
Jimi snickers at that, "Woodstock, you want to live in Woodstock?" 


Fine then, don't live with me. Have fun with your blonde bimbo." Bob moves away from Jimi, turning around so 


his back is to the younger man. 

"My blonde bimbo?" Jimi's hand suddenly came up to ruffle Bob's hair, "You don't look blonde to me." 
Bob's hand flew back to slap Jimi across the face, “I'm not a fuckin bimbo." 

"Ow, Bob!" Jimi grabbed his stinging cheek 

"Serves you right, asshole." 

"Who's my blonde bimbo, Bob? Hm? | don't recall having one." 


"Fuck you.” 


"The only person I'm fucking is you." 

"Right." 

"What? Now you think I'm cheating on you? | would never cheat on you, Bob, you know that. And anyways," 
Jimi voice suddenly rises, "You wouldn't have any room to talk because you were fucking Johnny Cash and 


your manager when we were together on your tour. Or did you forget about that?" 


Bob's heart drops and he turns around to meet Jimi's eyes, "You know damn well that what Albert was doing 


to me was forced. How could you say that, Jimi?" 
"Well you were having sex with Johnny Cash, and | know that wasn't forced." 


Bob wants to slap Jimi again, he really does, "You know I'm sorry about that. Why do you have to twist the 


knife, Jimi?" 
"Because you're sitting there accusing me of cheating, when you know damn well | never have or will” 


| wasn't accusing you of cheating. But | see that blonde bitch all over you, and don't tell me you haven't 
thought about fucking her." 


| haven't, Bob! Jesus!" He presses his hands into his face and Bob just glares at him. 
"| don't believe that for a minute." 
"Whatever, Bob, I'm going to sleep. | don't need this." 


‘Oh you don't? Oh okay well then I'll just pack my things and go then, since you don't need this." Bob quickly got 


from the bed and walked over to the closet where their suit cases were. 
"Oh come on, Bob, it's late." 


Bob didn't reply, he just pulled out his suitcase and then went to the bathroom to grab his tooth brush and 
body soaps. 


Jimi stood up from the bed, and although slightly swaying on his feet, he made it to Bob without falling over. 


He grabbed Bob's arm and pulled him away from his suitcase, pressing him firmly to the wall. 


"Don't leave Bob, not like this. Not on bad terms, please." He leans in to give Bob a kiss on the lips and Bob 


kisses back for a moment, before turning his head away. "I love you." Jimi adds, keeping one hand on Bob's 


cheek, while the other moves down to rest at the small of his back. 

‘| love you too." Bob replied in a whisper, “Always will, and me leaving doesn't mean | don't want to be with you. 
| do want to be with you, | always will be with you. But right now we're going to be apart for a while, because 
we both want different things, okay? | don't want this to end between us, and it won't" He moves his arms to 
wrap them around Jimi's neck. "Okay?" 

Jimi nods taking Bob's lips against his again, both of them melting into it. 

They have sex on the bed, pressed together underneath the covers, Bob his back with his legs spread as Jimi 


thrusts into him at a slow and steady pace, worshiping Bob with kisses all over his neck and chest. 


A week later, Bob was on a plane on his way back to the US, New York to be exact and Jimi cried all night, not 
letting anyone into the room. He got drunk, did some heroin, before smoking a joint that Bob had rolled. 


Jimi was torn, and so Bob had to assure him every time they talked on the phone, that he didn't leave him. 
‘tm still yours, don't worry." 


"Damn straight you're still mine." Jimi said into the phone, desperately wishing he could touch Bob right now 


but he was all the way across the ocean. 


Bob smiled as he sat at his desk, typewriter in front of him, "Wish you were here right now, I'm getting kind 
of horny." 


Jimi growled lowly, "Don't do that to me, Bob, that's cruel." 

Bob threw his head back in laughter. 

After Bob got off the phone with Jimi, his phone started to ring again and he grinned, picking up the phone 
again. 


"You again?" He said playfully and the voice that entered his ears made his throat close up with nervousness. 


"Johnny? How've you been?" 


"Tourin’ my ass off, how ‘bout you? Your manager gave me your number when | ran into him the other day." 


That explains how he got a hold of him. 
"Inn alright, been relaxing at this house that | bought up in Woodstock" 

"No shit?" Johnny smiles, laughing lightly, “Woodstock, that's a sweet deal” 

"Yeah it's a rice little house. Very peaceful" 

re 

They're silent for several moments after that, and then Johnny asks, "How are things with Jimi?" 

"Good, good. He's actually in London now. | was with him for a few months, but | was beginning to get worn out 
by it all. So | told him | was going to go back to America. We had an apartment down there, and when | told 
him | wanted to go back to the states he got so mad, saying | was leaving him and all this shit" 

"Aw Bob, you left your man all alone in London?" 


Bob sighs, "Not you too." 


"What you feel guilty, about it now?" Johnny teases and Bob wishes Johnny were there so he could punch him 
in the shoulder like he always did when he would tease him. 


"Well | love him, of course | was sad to leave him. But it's not like | won't see him again. We're still together.” 
Bob isn't even wary to be speaking about his love for his boyfriend to the man who he knows still has feelings 
for him, and he might also still return those feelings himself. 

‘Of course, you guys are good together.” 

"Doesn't stop you from wanting to come down here a fuck me though, does it?" 


Johnny laughs and shakes his head at the typical Bob reply, "What doesn't stop me?" 


"That you know Jimi and | are a good couple. Even though you know fucking me isn't good for my genuine 


relationship with Jimi, you still want to come down and fuck me." He says firmly, and Johnny continues to laugh. 
"You think it's funny but for me it isn't. Because although | love the idea of you coming down here and fucking 
me, | hate the idea of cheating on Jimi more." He picks up his cup of tea and takes a drink, vaguely wondering 
about what he was going to make himself for dinner that night. 


| understand, but | never planned on coming down there to fuck you." 


Bob's eyebrows raise, "Oh really?" 


"Yeah because | didn't know you and Jimi were apart, but now that | know that Bobby is there all alone and 
lonesome." Johnny says jokingly and Bob puts his face in his hand. 


"We can't, Johnny." 

"He doesn't have to know." 

"But he will." 

"Don't tell him" 

Bob sighs loudly and Johnny asks him then, "How long is Jimi supposed to be in England?" 
"He's living there." Bob says flatly. 

"He never plans on coming back to the states?" 

"Of course he's going to come back" 

"So when?" 

"A few months." 

"Shit Bob, is he going to be visiting at all?" 

Bob shrugs even though he knows Johnny can't see him, and he stays silent. 


Johnny hums lightly, "Well I'll be done touring in a few days or so. You could come down here, or | could go 
down there." 


| don't think | could bare to face your wife, Johnny.” Bob admits, thinking about how awful it would be to have 
to keep it cool, and not break down and cry from his guilt. 


"Then it's settled, I'm coming to Woodstock" 


b days later Johnny is in Bob's house and Bob is making them tea, fumbling nervously around the kitchen. 
Johnny sits there laughing quietly while smoking a cigarette. 


"What's with you ‘n tea, Bobby? Where's the beer, whiskey?" He smiles fondly at Bob as the younger man 
turns to look at him, biting his bottom lip nervously. 


"I've got wine?" 

Johnny throws his head back and groans, "You are such a female, man. Let's go to the bar or somethin.” 
"Bar? In public? Are you crazy? The last thing | need is Jimi finding out that we're hanging out together" 
"How could he find out?" 

"The paparazzi, you nut" 

"Well shit, they might find out that lm here anyways. What then?" 


Bob sighs making their tea before sitting down next to Johnny at the small kitchen table, sliding over his cup 
of tea and asking how many cubes he takes. 


"Johnny, | care for Jimi very much--" 

"You dont have to tell me that, | know" 

"What you and | have its.lts.What is it, Johnny?" 
Johnny shrugs, "Couldn't tell ya" 


"So then why am | going to ruin a genuine relationship | have with someone who truly loves me more than 


anything else by fucking someone who's relationship with me doesn't hold anything special?" 

Johnny looks a bit hurt, "Nothin’ special?" 

Bob shrugs, "Well you said you couldn't tell me what.this is." He motions in between them before taking 
another drink of his tea, "This needs lemon" He gets up and goes to the fridge, "You want lemon in your tea, 
Johnny?" He reaches into his fridge and grabs the sliced lemons that he'd prepared earlier. 

"No thanks, Bobby." He says lowly, "Written any new songs lately?" 

‘Of course, you?" 

"Yep, always with you in mind." 


Bob sits back down and looks at Johnny curiously, "You write songs about me, Johnny?" 


"Yeah, or when | sing some of the songs | wrote even before | met you, | sing them with you in mind, not 


June, not anybody else. Just you. 
Bob blushes and locks away from Johnny then, squeezing his lemon into his tea, "Oh, sure 
"Sincerely" 

"Drink your tea, that's good stuff" Bob motions to his cup and Johnny can't help smirking, 

He lifts the cup of tea up to his lips, making sure to get a good taste and not just drink it down 
He nods his approval, "Not much of a tea expert but that is pretty settling” 

Bob grins, "See. ‘Such a female’ my ass" 


Johnny smiles back at Bob over his cup of tea. 


Bob was lying on his bed, watching Johnny as he sat in the chair at the far end of the room, singing and 
playing guitar for Bob. 


"/ never got over those blue eyes," He sings while looking over into Bob's watchful viper blue eyes. "/ see them 
everywhere" He eyes move along Bob's lithe body and the jut of his hip and bit of skin that's exposed where 
his shirt was slightly lifted, "/ miss those arms that held me, when all the love was there" 


Bob smiled, closing his eyes, letting the gentle guitar and Johnny's soothingly familiar voice send him into a 


calm. 


"/ wonder if he's sorry, for leaving what we'd begun" Bob's eyes snap open as Johnny purposefully changes the 


lyrics from ‘she' to ‘he’, " There's someone for me somewhere, and | still miss someone" 
Bob closes his eyes again, sighing wistfully. 
He doesn't hear as Johnny sets aside his acoustic and makes his way towards Bob's bed. 


Though his eyes begin to open when he feels the other man joining him on the king sized bed. "May | join you in 


your relaxation?” He whispers to the smaller man who only hums ever so quietly in response. 


Johnny lies down next to Bob and fixes his eyes onto the boy, reaching up to touch Bob's hair slightly. He goes 


to take Bob's hand, but stops when he sees the ring on his finger. 

He lifts the hand to inspect the ring closer, "He get this ring for you" 
"Mhm" Bob replies, "Says ‘Love Only You' on the inside” 

Johnny scoffs, "Way to make me feel like guilty shit" 


"Serves you right." Bob keeps his eyes closed, not having to open his eyes to know Johmny is probably giving 
him the evil eye. 


"So you have enough of a soul to feel guilty, but not enough of a soul to stop?" Bob replies gently, reaching up 
a hand to Johnny's cheek, "I told Jimi that if | was with you, I'd probably be cheating on you with him" He 
finally opens his eyes, and Johnny's dark brown eyes narrow at Bob's words. 

| bet that didn't make him too happy." 


Bob snorts, "You'd be right." 


Johnny just caresses Bob's cheek as he thinks over what Bob had said, "Ask him if he'd be into having an open 


relationship." 
Bob shakes his head, "He would absolutely not be into that.” 
"How do you know?" 


Bob lifts up his hand, shoving the ringed finger in Johnny's face, "Hm, | don't know maybe the promise ring on 
my finger?" 


Johnny looks down out his own wedding ring, "She'd kill me if she ever found out" 


Bob also looks down to Johnny's hand, "Knowing June, she might just slap you and kick you out. She'd forgive 
you in a few years, maybe 5 if you're lucky." He teases and Johnny gives Bob an evil glare. 


"And you?" Johnny snaps. 


Bob grins, "Jimi would just fuck me with no mercy as punishment and then be pissy for a week before 


forgiving me." 
Johnny cusses under his breath, "You've got it so good." 


"Don't | know it" 


They fall asleep on the bed together, and when Johnny wakes up, Bob's head is on his chest, and the young 


singer looks so peaceful and beautiful. Jimi was a lucky bastard indeed. 

Bob's shifts slightly in his sleep, and Johnny's stomach tightens when he hears Bob utter his boyfriends name, 
while squeezing his arms around Johnny's body. 

‘Johnny, not Jimi." Johnny whispers as a joke, but funnily enough, Bob replies. 

"Why is Johnny here?" his voice is croaky and distant. 


Johnny wasn't sure if Bob was still asleep, or if he was going along with it. He shook Bob's shoulder curiously 


and when Bob didn't wake, Johnny chuckled to himself. 
"Because Bobby is lonely.” 


Bob just makes a low noise in response and it's such a unbelievably cute moment that Johnny's face hurts 
from smiling so much. 


"You are too much, baby." He whispers, laying down with Bob, deciding to just go back to sleep. 


Bob wakes up to the sound of his phone ringing and he nearly jumps when he sees a certain Johnny Cash lying 


next to him. 
He moves from his bed and out of his room to go answer the phone. 


He takes a seat at his desk, "Hello?" He looks over at his clock to see that it's only 7 am. He curses the person 
who called for calling him this early. 


"My lover man," Jimi's voice brings a sleepy smile to Bob's face. 
It's early here Jimi, | was sleeping.” 
| wanted to hear your voice while | had free time to call you." 


"Thank you." Bob replies, looking over the words of the song he was typing up yesterday. He wrinkled his nose 
at it, concluding that he didn't like it. 


‘| miss you so much, Bobby." 

Bob grabs his cigarettes and lights one up, leaning back in his chair, "| miss you too." 

"How did you spend your night?" 

"Writing, what about you? Let me guess.” Bob smiles, listening to sounds of Jimi's laughter. 
"What's your guess?" 

Bob really loves Jimi in these moments, "Party. Your room or Noel's?" 

"Noel's." 

"How is everyone?" 


"Everyone is good, except me. l'm missing my baby." Jimi whispers into the phone and Bob figures that there 
must be other people around. 


"Then hurry up and get your butt back in the states’ 
"You get your ass back in London" 

"Not happening" 

"You're so cruel’ 


"Anyways, | gotta go make myself breakfast now, Jimi. Call me again when you can" Bob says as he sees 
Johnny emerging from the bedroom, yawning and rubbing his eyes. 


“Alright, baby, | love you." 

"Love you too." 

Bobs hangs up the phone and then starts typing on his typewriter, seeing if he could somehow make the song 
better. 


"You want me to cook somethin?" Johnny asks and Bob shrugs, suddenly getting into the writing before him. 


"If you want. I'll eat what ever." Bob says then turns in his chair to look at Johnny, "Actually just make me 


some toast. You should make me some tea too, with lemon" He turns back to his typing and Johmy just 


watches Bob for a moment before smiling to himself 

"Sure thing, baby. Anything on that toast?" 

"Strawberry jam" 

"2 sugars for your tea right?" 

Bob grins at Johnny's words, turning to meet his eyes again, "That's correct” 


Johnny smiles back at the younger man, before heading into the kitchen while Bob gets up to put a record in 
"Charlie Rich?" He asks Johnny who calls back, "Sure." 


So Bob writes while Johnny makes them breakfast: 


Bob could smell Johnny making eggs and it reminded him of Jimi making them eggs and bacon on Christmas 


morning. 
He stopped his typing and looked down at the ring on his right ring finger. Jimi really loved Bob a lot, and 


sometimes Bob couldn't help but wonder if it was still just an infatuation, since he was a fan of Bob before 


he'd met him. 


Bob shook the thoughts from his head, knowing that he was just trying to find more reasons to not feel guilty 
about this thing he had going with Johnny. 


Him and Johnny hadn't even done anything yet, but Bob knew they would eventually. 
"Come on to the kitchen now, Bob, its time to eat" Johnny's deep voice cuts through Bob's thoughts and he 
looks back to see Johnny walking to the dining room their plates in his hands. "I also made eggs if you don't feel 


like eating like a bird today." He sets the plates on the table and Bob moves from the desk to join Johnny at 
the table. 


"Just gotta get your tea" Johnny heads back to the kitchen as Bob takes in the breakfast for him that Johnny 


had prepared so generously. 
Bob decided that he better eat some eggs since Johnny was rice enough to make him the meal. 
Johnny returns with Bob's tea, and a glass of milk for himself. 


"So what should we do today?" Johnny asks, watching Bob take a bite of his toast which he notes Johnny 


spread strawberry jam and butter on It was really tasty. 


"We could jam, as Jimi likes to call it. On our guitars." Bob suggests and Johnny nods as he takes a bite of his 
eggs. "When did you plan on going back home?" 


"Whenever you want me to." 


Bob smiles and rolls his eyes, "Stay how ever long you want, of course you gotta go before Jimi gets back, but 


| don't think you'll be here that long." 
"No I've got June back at home, remember?" 


"How could | forget” Bob mutters, "So did you get to see your kids for Christmas?" He finishes up his toast 


before grabbing his cigarettes and lighting one up as he listens to Johnny's response. 
"I spent Christmas day at my parents with June. | saw my kids on the 22nd, but you know, their mother 
doesn't want much to do with me anymore, so | only get to see them when she's feelin’ generous." Johnny 


replies, looking at Bob to see his reaction to that. 


Bob knew that Johmy had been married more than once and that he had kids with his first wife. He's never 
met Johnny's kids though. 


"Well at least you got to see them." 

Johnny nods sadly. 

"Does June want kids?" 

Johnny shrugs, "We've never talked about it” 

Bob just nods, getting back to his breakfast. 

The Charlie Rich record continued to play in the background while they ate and Bob vaguely wondered what 
Jimi would really do if Bob cheated on him again. Yes Jimi was a little too nice for his own good sometimes. But 
would he really forgive Bob so easily this time? Or would he get fed up and leave Bob for good? 

The thought made Bob's heart clench. 

So when they were sitting out on Bob's back porch, and Johnny tried to lean over and kiss Bob, Bob turned 
away. 


Johnny looked at Bob strangely for a moment, "It's just a kiss, Bob.” 


Bob bites his bottom lip and continues to look away from his friend, "It's getting cold, we should go inside." He 
stands, and Johnny reaches his hand out to Bob's and once he's grasped it, he pulls Bob over to him. 


‘lm not tryin to ruin you, tm sorry." Johnny nearly whispers and he can see that Bob's got a tear rolling 
down his pale cheek He reaches up to wipe the tear away, "I don't want to ruin anything you've got going with 
Jimi, you're my friend. But | also.." He looks down to Bob's wet lips, really wanting to kiss them but Bob would 
probably continue to avoid it, "You're so damn beautiful, | can't help wantin’ you." He risked bringing a hand up 


to Bob's waist as he looks up into the younger man's bright blue eyes. 
Bob let Johnny touch him and kept his eyes locked with the darker ones. Johnny pulled Bob closer so that Bob 
was sort of standing between his legs. He wrapped both arms around Bob's waist as they continued gaze into 


each others eyes. 


Bob pulled back and grabbed Johnny's hand, tugging his hand to indicate that he wanted Johnny to stand up. So 
Johnny stands, and lets himself be led into the house and to Bob's bedroom. 


Bob is passed out on the bed with Johnny lying next to him, watching him as he sleeps. Johnny smiles at the 
the subtle rise and fall of Bob's chest as he breaths. 


He really can't help himself when he's with Bob. 

Johnny picks up Bob's acoustic and begins to play a random tune quietly while he watches Bob sleep. 

Bob's currently dreaming about Jimi playing the guitar, but he begins to get confused because it sounds like 
Johnny Cash's guitar playing, not his boyfriends. His confusion stirs him out of his dream and soon his hazy 


blue eyes have opened and he's looking at the source of the guitar playing from his dream. 


Johnny stops playing the moment he sees that Bob's woken up, "I'm sorry, darlin." He sets the guitar aside and 
reaches over a hand to Bob's cheek, "Go back to sleep." 


Bob blinks, "What time is it?" 
"Nearly dinner time, you want me to cook you somethin?" 


Bob closes his eyes again and enjoys the feel of Johnny's finger's running through his hair. 


"lf you want." 


Johnny smiles, "I'm asking what you want." 


Bob hums lightly, "I'll eat what ever you make." 
"Alright" Johnny gets up from the bed, "I'll start cookin’ after | shower." He heads to the bathroom, and Bob 
falls asleep again, continuing off where he last was in his dream. Except now he's imagining something similar to 


what Jimi would be playing, not confused by Johnny's playing. 


When Johnny emerges from the bathroom he smiles at a sleeping Bob. He pulls on some new clothes before 


leaving the room to go into the kitchen 


He puts a record on while he cooks, one of Bob's records, his newest one ‘Blonde on Blonde Johnny stares at 


the record cover for a few seconds, noting Bob's hard look, messy hair and hazy eyes. 


He smiles before setting the case back down and starting the record. 


He looks through Bob's fridge and freezer, wondering what the hell he's going to make. Bob doesn't have much, 
god only knows how much he hasn't been eating lately. 


"Shit, gonna have to go shopping." He mutters. 


Bob always seems to wake up to the sounds of the phone ringing. He smiles though, already having an idea on 
who it is. 


He pulls on his boxers and heads into the next room where his desk is located. He flops down in the chair and 


answers the phone. 


"Julie Andrews speaking." He smiles into the phone as he listens to the sounds of Jimi's laughing. Bob looks 


around, wondering where the hell Johnny is. 


‘lm alone now in my hotel room, finally ready to turn in for the day. How are you?" Jimi asks while lighting up 


a cigarette. "| miss you." 


Bob closes his eyes puts his hand over his eyelids, "| miss you too." The guilt is beginning to sink into his bones 


and he wants to cry. 
"This is unbearable, baby, just come back" Jimi stresses. 


"You first." Bob mutters. 


Jimi sighs. "Bob | gotta tell you something.” 
"What is it?" His eyes open as he hears the tone of Jimi's voice. 


"Luh, shit. | cheated on you." He's clearly been drinking, and drinking makes people a bit more honest than if 


they were sober. 

Bob's stomach drops and he doesn't really know what to say for a minute 

They're both silent until Jimi finally speaks again, "If you were here | would have never done it, baby-—" 
"That blonde chick, right?" Bob nearly snaps, his free hand clenching into a tight fist 

"Which one?" 


Bob's teeth clench along with his fist, "The one who was always hanging over you! The one who always gave 
me dirty looks!" Bob screams and Jimi is quiet: 


"Fucking hypocrite." Bob accuses. 
"Bob, | feel terrible about it" 
"You should." 

"Oh come on" 

"Fuck you, go fuck your blonde." 


"Don't be like that Bob, I'm sorry." He reaches over and grabs his bottle of whiskey, knowing he's going to need 
it tonight. 


Bob then realizes that he's got no room to talk. 
He's cheated on Jimi twice now. 


But why does it hurt so much knowing that Jimi cheated on him too? It hurts more than Bob would have ever 


imagined. 
He's crying now and it's tearing Jimi apart, "Don't cry, baby, please." 


"This isn't going to work, is it, Jimi?" Bob sobs, wiping at his eyes as he hears the front door opening. He looks 


over and sees Johnny carrying several bags of groceries. 


Johnny closes the front door behind him and looks over at Bob, who's hunched over the desk, hiding his face, 


whispering. 
"What isn't going to work?" Jimi hesitates to ask, fearing the answer he's going to get. 


"Us. 


Jimi's heart shatters, "Please, Bob, no-" 

Bob shakes his head, "Long distance relationships never work, Jimi." 

"Bob this isn't permanent, we'll be together again soon! I'll come down to Woodstock as soon as | know that | 
can. My record is going to be released some time in April, we're almost done recording. Thats only 3 months 


from now, Bob." 


"How many times are you going to cheat on me during those 3 months, Jimi?" Bob's voice is hard. He can hear 
Johnny messing about in the kitchen, a reminder that he's not innocent in this either, but Jimi doesn't have to 


know that: 

"Bob, you've cheated on me too you know. Have you forgotten that?" 
"Yes | know." He mutters harshly. 

"And | forgave you. I'd forgive you again, and again" 

Bob closes his eyes, guilt nearly drowning him by now. 


"But maybe l'm just stupid” Jimi's voice isn't gentle anymore, "Stupid enough for you that | don't care how 
much you hurt me. As long as it's me who's holding you at night, I'm fine." 


"No one deserves that, Jimi, you can't do that" 

"Why the hell not?" 

"Because people will take advantage of that, you idiot!" 
"What, like you?" 

“Yost 


Jimi is quiet a moment. 


"You've seen him again, haven't you?" Jimi's voice is low. 
Bob shakes his head, "Jimi we're done, its over." And he hangs up before Jimi can say another word. 


He realizes that his Blonde on Blonde record is playing in the background. 4th Time Around is playing lowly and 
his mind drifts back to last year, when he played that song on stage for Jimi who'd requested it. 


He quickly gets up from his desk and grabs the record from the player, throwing it at the wall he watches it 
shatter. 


"Wohl" Johnny yells from the kitchen, quickly coming out to see what the ruckus was. He looks down at the 
broken record, then to Bob who's kneeling on the floor with his face in his hands, obviously crying. 


"Bob, what is it? Who was that on the phone, was that Jimi?" He puts a hand on Bob's back and Bob says 


nothing, just continues to kneel there and cry. 


Jimi just sits there on his hotel bed, still holding the phone to his ear. Suddenly he hangs up the phone and 
begins dialing Bob's number again, not able to accept what he'd heard his boyfriend (ex boyfriend?) say. 


He isn't surprised when no one answers. 


So he tries again and again, and again, until the phone stops ringing entirely, telling him that Bob had unplugged 
the phone jack. 


Son of a bitch. 


Johnny carries a nearly weightless Bob to his bedroom, lying him on top of the blankets as the younger man 
continues to cry. Johnny grabs a box of tissue from the bathroom and sets them next to Bob, who's got his 


face hidden in a pillow. 


"What do you need, Bob?" He asks and Bob pulls his face from the pillow, but not to look at Johnny. He grabs a 
cigarette from his pocket and lights it up before turning away from Johnny who sighs and leaves the room to 


go finish in the kitchen 


Johnny carries a plate of spaghetti to Bob's room along with a cup of tea, and he didn't forget the lemon. 


"Here Bob, you should eat" He sets them on the nightstand and looks over to Bob, who's eyes are open as he 
stares at the ceiling with a blank look on his face. 


Well at the least the tears have stopped. 

"I broke up with Jimi." He says suddenly and Johnny's eyebrows raise. 

"Why?" 

"He cheated on me with some woman." Bob says the last word like it's something disgusting. 
Johnny sits down on the edge of the bed, "Does he know I'm here with you?" 


Bob shakes his head, reaching over to the tea, he doesn't even bother to squeeze in the lemon. His fingers are 


shaking slightly as he takes a drink. 


"So basically," Johnny starts, reaching over and taking Bob's hand to get him to look at him, Bob's sad blue 


eyes are rimmed in red from the crying, "You're allowed to cheat on him, but he can't cheat on you" 
Bob scoffs, "Fuck off" He tugs his hand away. 

'No, really, Bob. Thats what it seems like to me" 

"Well fuck you, you don't know shit, man" 

"| think | do Bob, you forget m nearly a decade older than you" 

Bob grunts, "Whatever" 


"| don't think you should leave him, Bob." Johnny says simply and Bob rolls his eyes. 


"Too late." 
"You can call him back." 
"Drop it, Johnny." 


Johnny stands up from the bed, giving a shrug, "Alright" and he leaves Bob alone in the room to his own 
thoughts. 


A few days later, fed up with Bob's groveling, Johnny decides to leave. Bob doesn't even blink and eye, he 
waves Johnny off and continues to type angrily at his typewriter. 


Johnny throws his bag over his shoulder, kisses Bob's hair and then leaves the house without a word of 


goodbye. 


3 Months Later- 


Bob and Jimi still haven't spoken. Bob plugged his phone back in, and he couldn't ignore every call, because not 
every call was Jimi. He'd answer the phone, not saying a word, waiting for the other person to speak first so 
he could see if it was Jimi. 

When the younger man's voice would break through the silence, "Bob?" 

Bob would slam the phone down. 

He received letters from Jimi also, and he didn't have enough self control to not read them. 

They usually just made Bob cry and he'd throw them into his nightstand drawer and proceed to cry himself to 


sleep. 


One day he got a package from Jimi, and it was Jimi's new record, along with a note that read, "Mainly inspired 
yneg packag g y Insp 


by you" 


Bob scoffed and moved his record player into his room so he could lie in bed while listening to it. 
Some of the songs he remembers hearing when he'd go to the studio with Jimi and when he'd play them on 
stage. It was sort of nostalgic. It was a very new type of music, and Bob liked it, but he didn't like how personal 


some of the lyrics were to his and Jimi's relationship. 


Jimi had the nerve to write one about Bob cheating on him. No matter how subtle it was, Bob knew it was 


about him. 


Bob had the urge to call Jimi and cuss him out about it. 


So he did. 

He stopped the record so he wouldn't miss any of it, and he went to his desk, calling Jimi's managers office 
number. He got in contact with one of Jimi's manager's assistants and asked them for a number he could 
contact Jimi at. 

She told him that Jimi was actually on a plane, on his way back to America to visit a friend. 

A friend? Which friend? 

Bob grumbled and hung up the phone. 


Then he realized.. Jimi must be coming to see him. 


Ah, shit. 


Bob didn't sleep, he just had this feeling that there would be a knock on his door not too long from now. He'd 


made that phone call almost IO hours ago and it was nearing midnight. 
Bob was getting tired though, and he began to tell himself that Jimi wasn't going to see him, maybe he was 
seeing someone else in Seattle or something. With that thought, he gave up and let himself fall asleep. 


He woke up due to some incessant sound and he jumped up from his bed, wondering if someone was trying to 
break into his house. 


Then he heard a muffled sound of someones yelling. 


A very familiar voice. 


Was he still dreaming? 


"Mother fucker.” He storms out of the room and to his front door. He unlocks the door and throws it open, 
being met with the sight of the person he knew would be there. 


He's more angry that he'd been woken up at I2 am, than the fact that its Jimi at his door, and as he goes to 
slam the door shut, Jimi stops it with his foot. 


"Fuck its so nice to see you." He steps forward and Bob steps back as Jimi reaches out his hands to try and 
touch him. 


"Jimi | told you we're done.” Bob snaps, trying to shove Jimi out of the door, but Jimi is stronger and he gets 
through the door, shutting it behind him. "Jimi get the fuck out of my house." Bob shouts and Jimi shakes his 
head, grabbing at Bob's hands as Bob shoves at his chest. 

‘Calm down please, would you let me talk?" 

"Fuck you, don't touch me. | know your hands have been all over that blonde whore." 

Jimits eyes go wide at Bobby's harsh words, "Would you stop cussing at me for one minute and let me talk--" 
"No, just get the hell out" 

Jimi didn't move, "How do you like the record?" 

Bob continues to glare at Jimi, "You fucking wrote about me." 


"Of course | did. But not in every song." 


Bob crosses his arms and he can see Jimi almost smiling, "Oh how | have missed looking into those gorgeous 


blue eyes." Jimi steps forward, heart leaping as Bob doesn't step back away from him. 


Jimi brings a hand up to Bob's cheek, shaking his head in wonder, "It has been way too damn long," His eyes fall 
down to Bob's small but plush lips, leaning down to kiss them. 


Bob doesn't kiss back, he just continues to glare as Jimi meets his eyes again 
"Come on, baby--" 


"Don't ‘come on baby’, me. | broke up with you." Bob turns around to walk away from Jimi, and Jimi grabs his 


hand, stopping Bob. 
| can't accept that, I'm sorry." Jimi replies. 
"Well you're going to have tol” 


"Why? Hm? | forgave you, why can't you forgive me?" He pulls Bob against him and Bob lets himself be held, 
but he doesn't look at Jimi's face, knowing it's going to kill him. 


Jimi puts a finger under Bob's chin, and lifts his face, but Bob shifts his eyes away, "We're good for each 


other Bob, you know this." He lifts Bob's right hand up, seeing that Bob's still got the promise ring on, as does 
Jimi. "See you're still wearing the ring." Jimi kisses that hand and Bob pulls it away. 


Ill leave you if that's what you really want. But just know, you're ruining someone for life. You're gonna ruin 
me, baby." His eyes roam all over Bob's face, his sharp features, those eyes, God those eyes would be the 


death of Jimi. 


"How are we good together if we cheat on each other?" Bob's voice is shaky as he speaks and Jimi sighs, 
running his fingers down Bob's neck 


"Everything is okay when I'm with you, | can be me, | can smile and mean it" Jimi kisses Bob's cheek and Bob 


lets his eyes fall shut. 


He's not going to lie to himself and say that he didn't miss Jimi, or Jimi's touch. He missed it so much that to 
have it back now is almost too much. 


"Dammit, Jimi." Bob opens his eyes and begins tugging Jimi's hand and leading him down the hall to his bedroom. 
He pushes Jimi down onto the bed and climbs on top of the younger man to straddle his waist. Bob is going so 
fast that Jimi can barely keep up. Bob is kissing Jimi furiously, while undoing Jimi's belt buckle and pulling his 
pants down enough so he can have access to Jimi's dick. Jimi moans lightly as Bob begins stroking him, while 
reaching over to his nightstand for the lube. Jimi pulls his shirt off and throws it to the ground, as Bob begins 
stroking Jimi with his now lubricated hand. 


"Fuck" Jimi throws his head back against the headboard as Bob brings him fully erect with just his hand. 


Bob admires the size of Jimi in his hand for a few moments, cussing in wonder before moving to take off his 
pants. Before Bob can get back to what he was doing, Jimi has grabbed him and pulled him to the end of the 
bed, pushing Bob flat on his back Bob reaches down to take off his own shirt and sets it aside, watching as 


Jimi moves to stand in front of the bed between Bob's legs, pouring lube onto his fingers. 


"| don't fucking need that, just fuck me." Bob wraps his legs around Jimi's waist pulling Jimi against him, feeling 
Jimi's erection rub against his thigh. 


Jimi moans, "I don't want to hurt y--" 


"God dammit." Bob reaches down and grabs Jimi's erection, he shuffles his hips forward until his feels the tip 
pressing against his entrance. He tugs Jimi's hips forward with his legs, gasping as Jimi enters him roughly. 

"Fuckin" hell" He hisses and Jimi starts to pull back, but Bob wraps his legs tighter around Jimi's hips, making 
sure he doesn't move back, "Move." He orders and Jimi can see that Bob is in pain, but Bob's legs have got a 


vice grip on his waist, keeping Jimi there. 


"Fucking masochist” Jimi mutters as he grabs onto Bob's hips, "Ease up, would you?" He pinches Bob's thigh 
and Bob relents, loosing up his legs a bit. Jimi grabs the back of Bob's thigh and pushes it back so he can 


watch himself moving inside of Bob the rest of the way. "Relax." He whispers, feeling how tense Bob is. 
"Just fuck me already!" Bob shouts and Jimi clenches his teeth, annoyed with Bob's attitude. 


"You know what, fine." He pulls back and shoves his hips back forcefully, watching as Bob shuts his eyes, 
mouth falling open in a gasp, "You want to be punished, I'll fucking punish you then" He starts up a fast and 


firm pace, watching Bob come undone, still as vocal as ever, without the usual keening of Jimi's name. 


Bob's got an evil plan in his mind, something he know will make Jimi really hate him. Maybe it'll get Jimi to give 


him up. 
But he kind of wants to get fucked right now, so he'll save it for later. 


Bob reaches his arms back, fingernails digging into the bed sheets as he cries out his pleasure, chills going up 


his spine as Jimi slams mercilessly into him, getting his prostate almost every thrust. 


It's an angry fuck, a fuck without a kiss, murmur of encouragement, or praise. The way Bob knew he deserved 


it. Someone had to teach Jimi to not be so forgiving. 


Once Bob is on the edge, and he knows he's about to come, he's remembers his plan, "Fuck, Johnny." He moans 
out the name purposefully, "So good, mmm." And then his back is arching off of the bed as he comes hard 
against his tummy. He feels Jimi stiffen against him and Bob knows it couldn't be Jimi coming. Jimi rarely came 


that fast. 


Jimi's brown eyes are looking at Bob with so much hurt Bob wonders if he's going to start crying. Bob sighs in 


content and relaxes back against the bed. 


Suddenly Jimi pulls from Bob, shoving the smaller mans legs aside and he begins to do up his pants. "Fuck you, 
Bob." 


Bob turns his head to watch Jimi pull his shirt over his head. 

Jimi shoots Bob one last disappointed look before he's heading out of the room. Jimi stops at the doorway as 
he notices Bob's record player, and his new record ‘Are You Experienced’ is on it. He walks over to the record 
player, lifts the needle and flips the record over. He moves the needle to a certain point, before switching it on. 


"Wrote this one for you." He says sadly. 


"Goodbye, Bob." He turns then, leaving without another glance to the blue eyed man on the bed as the song 
begins to play. 


Bob watches Jimi go, his fingers itching to reach out to the man he loved so deeply in his heart, but knew he 


didn't deserve. Bob longed to call out to him, but he couldn't. 


‘May This Be Love' continued to play lowly into the otherwise quiet room, while Bob cried foolishly for himself, 


and for his lost love. 


THE END 


Epilogue 
Author's Notes: 


Thanks for reading! Leave me feedback! Much love. 


Disclaimer: | don\'t own any of the characters in the fic. Or any of the songs or records mentioned. Just a 


story | wrote out of boredom. 


Over 3 Years Later- 

Bob hasn't seen Jimi since that last night, but he's watched Jimi's career sky rocket over the last years. A 
very big part of him ached to go find the musician and try to get back with him. But another part of him 
knows he shouldn't. 

One morning Bob was sat on his couch, watching the TV (That he finally decided to buy), and Jimi's face 


appears on the screen as it has many times before. Bob can't help smiling, but he frowns when he sees it's a 


news channel. 

Under the photo of Jimi on the screen it says, "Jimi Hendrix, 1142-1910" 

Bob narrows his eyes, "What?" 

He listens as the man begins to explain that Jimi had died earlier that day in the afternoon. 
Bob brings a hand up to his mouth as he gasps. 

He shakes his head in denial. 


Shutting off the TV, he stands up and begins pacing the room. "No, no, no." He nearly shouts, "Not, Jimi, not 


my, Jimi." Tears are falling down his cheeks without him realizing. 

Suddenly his phone begins to ring. 

He runs to it and shouts into the phone, "Jimil?" 

"So you heard." It's Bob's friend Robbie and Bob continues to shake his head. 
"He's not really gone, he can't be." 


"He is, Bob." 


Bob begins to shake and he slams the phone down, "No!" he yells. 


His mind ran over the last time he was with Jimi, when he'd cried out Johnny's name during sex, just so Jimi 


would leave him. Jimi was so hurt, so betrayed, all because of Bob. 
Bob pulled at his hair, loathing himself for letting that be their last moments together. 


‘lm fucking sorry, baby." He falls to his knees, "I'm so sorry. | love you." 


He doesn't go to Jimi's funeral. He knows he wouldn't be able to handle it 

All he can do is wallow. Hating himself so much for letting what they had end. 
Maybe Jimi would have still been alive, maybe they would have been happy together. 
TET 


THE END. 


